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i;aise horror and detestation ; and whatever good was 
withheld from him, that it might hot be thrown away, 
was bestowed on King William." 

It was the custom, till within a very few years, to 
perform this tragedy constantly on the 5th of Novem- 
ber, in honour of the landing of the Prince of Orange^ 
afterwards King William — but as that political fire, 
which once gave brightness to its gloomy scenes, oo 
longer blades, it is now seldom acted, and never with 
strong marks of approbation. . 

As Rowe was a good man ; a religious man ; |^i« 
chief delight the study oi divinity, and ecclesiastical 
history : with such propensities, and such a capacious 
mind to improve by them, it is to be dtplored that 
he should hope to compliment a christian king, and 
strictly pious as William was known to be, by a ca- 
lumnious representation of his declared enemy: — " 
that title alone should have made the character of 
iiis royal adversary sacred. 

As the author's most religious and moral intentions 
are, in this respect, unwarily blemished ; so has he, as 
incautiously, preserved his wicked Bajazet from utter, 
detestation, by endowing him with one endearing 
quality — he has frankness. This is a virtue so co]> 
genial to every Englishman, that, now all the party 
seal which once made this tyrant hated, has subsided, 
Bajazet is more favoured by the audience, and every 
iactor would sooner represent him, than the self-ap> 
proving Tamerlane. 

The borrows of love, in this play, areinteresting to 
fead^ but childishly insipid in the action. Arpaaia 
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excites admiration, but neither pity, nor delight. 
The Arpasia of Mrs. Siddons has, indeed, the power 
of inspiring a degree of horrible wonder in the dying 
scene; when, dropping down dead at the Sultan's 
feet, she gives, by the manner and disposition of her 
fall, such assurance of her having suddenly expired, 
that an auditor of a lively imagination casts up his 
eyes to Heaven, as if to catch a view of her departed 
spirit, 

Rowcy after sending many a hero and heroine to 
their graves, by various untimely ends, died himself 
peaceably in his own bed, in the year 1718, aged 
forty-five. The following lines, from this tragedy, 
seem exactly to describe that joyful fortitude which 
he professed to experience in his dying moments ; and 
which, probably, he anticipated when he wrote them. 
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— _— — — Nor has my soul 
^** One xmrepented guilt upon remembrance^ 
^^ To make me dread the justice of hereafter; 
^^ But standing now on the last verge of life, 
^^ -Boldly I view the vast abyss, eternity, 
^ Eager to plunge, and leave my cares behind.*^ 
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ACT THE FIRST. 



8CBNS I. 

Before Tam ERL AN £*s TVfff. 

Enter the PaiNCE of Tan a is, Zama, and Mirvak, 

Prince. Hail to the sun! from whose returning 
light 
The cheerful soldier's arms new lustre take, 
To deck the pomp of battle. Oh» my friends ! 
Was ever such a glorious face of war? 
See) from this height, how all Galatia's plains 
With nations numberless are cover'd o'er ; 
Who, like a delpge, hide the faiCe of earth, 
And leave no object in the vast horizon, 
But glittVing arms, and skies. 

Zam. Our Asian world, ... 

From this important day expects a lord ; 
This day they hope an end of all their woe^ 
Of tyranny, of bondage, and oppression. 
From our victorious en^'ror, Tamerlane. 

Mir. Heat* you of Bajazeti 

Prince. jL«ate in the evening, 
A slave of near attendance on hispersot * 
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'Scap'd to our camp. From bim we leam'dy the ty- 
rant, 
With rage redoubled, for the fight prepares; 
Some accidental' passion fires hi^F breast, 
(Love, as 'tis thought, ifor a fair Grecian captive) 
And adds new horror to his native fury. 
But see his fate ! The mighty Tamerlane 
Comes, like the proxy of inquiring Heav'n, 
To judge, and to redress. [tiaurish of Trumpets. 

Enter Tamerlane, Guards, and other 

Attendants. 

Tarn. Yet, yet a little, and destructive slaughter 
Shall rage around, and mar this beauteous prospect; 
Pass but an hour, which stands betwixt the lives 
Of thousands and eternity. What change 
Shall hasty death make in yon glitt'ring plain } 
Oh, thou fell monster, war! that in a moment 
Lay'st waste the noblest part of the creation. 
The boast and masterpiece of the great Maker, 
That wears in vain th' impression of his image. 
Unprivileged from thee. 
Health to our friends, and to our arms success, 

[To the Prince, Zama, and Mirvak. 
Such as the cause for which we fight deserves ! 

Prince. Nor can we ask beyond what Heaven be- 
stows, 
Preventing still our wishes. See, great sir, 
The universal joy your soldiers wear. 
Omen of prosp'rous battle. 
Impatient of the tedious night, in arms 
Watchful they stood, expecting cp'ning day ; 
And now are hardly by their leaders held 
From darting on the foe. 

Tarn. Yes, prince, I mean to give a loose to war. 
This morn Axalla, with my Parthian horse, 
Arrives to join me. He, who, like a storm. 
Swept, with his ftying squadrons, all the plaitt 



Between Angoria's walls and yon tall monntains. 
That seem to reach the clouds; and now he comes, 
Loaden with spoils and conquests, to my aid. 

[Flaierish of Tinmpeis. 
' Zama. These trumpets speak his presence 

Enter Axalla, who kneels to Tameelane. 

Tarn, Welcon>e! ihou worthy partner of my laurels, 
Thou brother of roy choice, a band more sacred 
Than nature's britile tie. By holy friendship I 
Glory and fame stood stiU fur thy arrival; 
My soul seem'd wanting in its better half^ 
And languished for thy absence. 

Axm My emperor ! My ever royal master ! 
To whom my secret soul more lowly bends, 
Than forms of outward worship can express; 
How poorly does your soldier pay thi» goodness, 
Who wears his every hour of life out for you ! 
Yet 'tis hh all, and what he has, he offers ; 
Nor bow disdain t* accept the gik he brings, 

Enter SzJAUk^ Monesjes, Prisoners; Guards, 

. Mutes, <5rc. 

This earnest of your fortune. See, my iord, 
The noblest prize that ever grac'd my arms ! ' 
Approach, my fair 

Tom. This is indeed to conquer, 
And well to be rewarded for thy conquest; 
The bloom cfi op'ning flowers, unsully'd beauty, 
Softness, and sweetest innocence she wears, 
And looks like nature in the world's first spring. 
But say. Ax alia 

Set. Most renown'd iii war, 

[Kneeling to Tamerlane* 
Look with compassion on a captive maid. 
Though born of hostile bloOd ; nor let my birth, 
Derived from Bajazet, prevent that mercy 
.Which every subject oti your fbrtuae finds. 
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War is the province of EmbitioQs man. 
Who tears the miserable world for empire ; 
Whilst oar weak sex, incapable of wrong, 
.On either side claims privilege of safety. 

Tom, {ilaMiffg ha-^ Rise, royal maid ! the pride 
of haughty pow'r 
Pays homagPji not receives it, from the fair. 
Thy angry father fiercely calls me forth, 
And ^rges me unwillingly to arms. 
Yet, though our frowning battles menace death ^ 
And mortal conflict, think not that we hold 
Thy innocence and virtue as our foe. 
Here, till the fate of Asia is decided, 
III safety stay. To*morrow is your own : 
Nor grieve for who may conquer, or who lose ; 
Fortune, on either side, shall wait thy wishes. 

St\, Where ^all my wonder and my praise b^inf 
From the successful labours of thy arms ; 
Or from a theme more soft, and full of peace. 
Thy mercy and thy gentleness ? Oh, Tamerlane! 
What can I pay thee for this noble usage. 
But grateful pruse ? So Heav'n itsdf is paid. 
Give peace, ye powVs above, peace to mankind ; 
Nor let my father wage unequal war 
Against the force of such united virtues. 

Tom. Hea/n hear thy pious wish ! 
Let thy beaut/s safety 
Be my Axalla^ care ; in whose glad eyes, 
1 read what joy the pleasing service gives him. 
Is there amongst thy other prisoners aught 

\To AXALZA. 

Worthy our knowledge \ 
Ax. This brave man, my lord, 

\J^omt%ng to MoNESEs. 
With long resistance held the combat doubtful. 
His party, press'd with numbers, soon grew faint, 
And would have left their charge an easy prey; 
Whilst healone, undaunted at the odds, 
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Though hopeless to escape, fought weH and firmly; 
Nor yielded, till o'ermatch'd by many hands, 
He seem'd to shame our conquest, whibt he own'd it. 
Tarn. Thou speak'st him as a soldier should a 
soldier. 
Just to the worth he finds. I would not war 

[To MOKBSES. 

With aught that wears thy virtuous stamp of greatness* 

Thy habit speaks thee Christian — Nay, yet more, 

My soul seems pleas'd to take acquaintance with thee^ 

As.lf ally'd to thinen • 

Why art thou, then, a friend to Bajazet? 

And why my enemy ? 

Man* If human wisdom 
Could point out every action of our lives, 
And say; Let it be thus, in spite of fate 
Or partial fortune, then 1 had not been 
The wretch I am. 

Tarn. The brave meet every accident 
With equal minds. Think nobler of thy foes. 
Than to account thy chance in war an evil. 

M<m. Far, far from that : I rather hold it grievouii 
That I was forc'd ev'n but to ^eem your enemy ; 
Nor think the baseness of a vanquished slave 
Moves me to flatter for precarious life. 
Or ill-bought freedom, when I swear by Heav'n ! 
Were I to chuse from all mankind a master. 
It should be Tamerlane. 

Tarn. A noble freedom 
Dwells with the brave, unknown to fawning gyco* 

phants. 
And claims a privilege of being believed. 
I take thy praise as earnest of thy friendship. 

Mon. Still you prevent the homage I should ofier. 
Oh, royal sir 1 let my misfortunes plead, 
And wipe away the hostile mark 1 wore. 
I was, when not long since my fortune haifd me, 
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Bless'd to my wish, I was the Prince Moneses ; 
Born, and bred up to greatness: witness the blood. 
Which through successive heros' veins, ally'd 
To our Gr^ek emperors, roU'd down to me, 
Feeds the bright flame of glory in my heart. 

Tarn. Ev'n that I that^ princly tie should bind tbce 
to rae> 
If virtue were not more than all alliance. 

Mon. I have a sister, oh, severe remembranccl 
Our noble house's, nay, her sex's pride ; 
Nor think my tongue too lavish, if i speak her 
Fair as the fame of virtue, and yet chast« 
As its cold precepts ; wise beyond her sex 
And blooming youth ; soft as forgiviag mercy, 
Yet greatly brave, and jealous for her honour : 
Such as she was, to say I barely lov'd ,her, 
Is poor to my soul's meaning. From our infancy. 
There grew a mutual tenderness between us, 
Till, not long since, her vows were kindly plighted. 
To a young lord, the equal of her birth. 
The happy day was fix'd, and now approaching^ 
When faithless Bajazet (upon whose honour, 
in solemn treaty given, the Greeks- depended) 
With sudden war broke in upon the country. 
Secure of peace, and for defence unready « . 
Tam> Let.majesty no more be held divine. 
Since kings, who are call'd. gods, profane themselves; 
Mon. Among the wretches, whom that del u^ swept 
Away to slavery, myself and sister, . 
Then passing ne^r the frontiers to the court, 
(Which waited for her nuptials) were surprised. 
And made the captives of the tyrant's pow'r. 
Soon as we reach'd his courr, we found our usage' . . 
Beyonc^ what we expected, fair and noble : 
Twas theri the storm of your victorious arms 
Look'd black, and seem'd to threaten^ when he pre^'d 
me ^ 

3 
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(By oft repeating instances) to draw 

My sword for him : But when he found my soul 

Disdain'd his purpose, he more fiercely tol4 me. 

That my Arpasia, ray lov'd sister's fate 

Depended on my courage shown for him. 

I had long learnt to hold myself at nothing; 

But for hersake^^ to ward the blow from her, 

I bound my service to the man 1 hated* 

Six days are past, since, by the sultan's order, 

I left the pledge of my return behind, 

And went to guard this princess to his camp : 

The rest the brave Axalla's fortune tells you. 

Tofw. Wisely the tyrant strove to prop his cause 
By leaguing with thy virtue ; but just Heaven 
Has torn thee from nis side, and left him naked 
To the avenging bolt^ that drives upon him. 
Forget the name of captive, and I wish 
I could as well restore that fair one's freedom. 
Whose loss hangs heavy on thee : yet, ere nighr, 
Perhaps, we may deserve thy friendship nobler; 
Th' approaching storm may cast thy shipwreck d 

wealth 
Back to thy arms : till that be past, since war 
(Though in the jiistest cause) is ever doubtful, 
I will not aisk thy sword to aid my victory, 
Lest it should hurt that hostage of thy valour 
Our common foe detains, 

Mon. Let Bajazet 
Bend to his yoke repining slaves by force ; 
You, sir, have found a nobler way to empire, 
Lord of the willing world. 

Tom. Haste, my Axalla, to dispose with safety 
Thy beauteous charge, and on the foe revenge 
The pain which absence gives; thy other care, 
Honour and arms, now summon thy attendance. 
Now do thy office well, my soul ! Remember 
Thy catise, the cause of Heav'n.and injur'd earth. 
O thou Supreme! if thy great spirit warms 

€ 
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My glowing breast^ and fires my soul to armsy 
Grant that my sword, assisted by thy pow'r. 
This day may peace and happiness restore, 
That war and lawless rage may vex the world no more. 
[Exeunt. Tajierl AN s, Moveses, Prince of 

TaVAIS, ZaMA, MiRTANy tttUt ATTENDANTS. 

Ax. The battle calls, and bids me haste to leave thee; 
Oh, Selima ! ■ < But let destruction wait. 
Are there not hours enough for blood and slaughter f 
This moment shall be love's, and I will waste it 
In soft complainings, for thy .sighs and coldness, 
For thy forgetful coldness ; even at Birza, 
When in thy father's court my eyes first own^d thee. 
Fairer than light, the joy of their beholding, 
Even then thou wert not thus* 

ScL Young and unskilful in the world's false arts, 
I suffered love to steal upon my softness. 
And warm me with a lambent guiltless flame : . 
Yes, I have heard thee swear a thousand times. 
And call the conscious pow'rs of Heav'n to witness 
The tend'rest, truest, everlasting passion. 
But, oh ! ^tis past ; and I will charge remembrance 
To banish the fond imajge from my soul. 
Since thou art sworn the foe of royal Bajaset, 
I have resolv'd to h^te thee. 

Ax, Is it possible ! 
Hate is not in thy nature; thy whole frame 
Is harmony, without one jarring atom. 
Why dost thou force thy e^ fo wear this coldness ? 
It damps the springs of li&. Oh ! bid me^lie, 
Much rather bid me die, if it be true 
That thou hast sworn to hate me« 

SeL Let life and death 
Wait the decision of the bloody field ; 
Nor can thy fate, my conqueror, depend 
Upon a woman's hate. Yet, since you urge 
A power, which once perhaps I had, there is 

" one request that I can make with honour* 
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Ax. Ob, name it! say ! ' ■ '■ 
Sd^ Forego your right of war, 
And render roe this instant to my father. 

Ax. Impossible !— The tumult of the battle, 
That bastes to join, cuts off all means of comraferct 
Betwixt the armies. 

SeL Swear then to perform it. 
Which way soever the chance of war determines, 
On my £rst instance. 

Ax, By the sacred majesty 
Of Heaven, to whom we kneel, I will obey thee ; 
Yes, I will give thee this severest proof 
Of my soul's vow'd devotion ; 
But is there nothing, 
No small return that honour can afford . 
For all this waste of love ? 
What I not one kind look } 
Then thou art changed indeed. \TTumpet8^ Hark, I 

am summoned. 
And thou wilt send me forth like one unblessed ; 
Whom fortune has forsaken, and ill fate 
Mark'd for destruction. 
Nor is life or fame 
Worthy my care, since I am lost to thee. \Gcmg. 

Sel. Ha ! goest thou to the fight } 

Ax, I do.— Farewell ! ■ 
SeL What ! and no more I A sigh heaves in my 
breast, 
And stops the struggling accents on my tongue. 
Else, sure, I should have added something more, 
And made our parting softer. 

Ax, Give it way. 
The niggard honour, that affords not love. 
Forbids not pity 

If it were possible my heart could stray, 
One look from thee would oall it back again, 
And fix the wanderer for ever thine. 

c 2 
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SeL Where is my boasted resolution now ? 

[Sinkmg inio his Amu. 
Alas ! Axalla, sayr— — -dost thou hot pity 
My artless iDnocence, and easy fondness? 
Oh ! turn thee from oie, or I die with blushing* 

Ax. No, let me rather gaze, for ever gaze. 
And bless the new born glories that adorn thee ; 

[TrumptUn 
This envious trumpet calls, and tears me from thee-^ 

SeL My fears inprease, and doubly press me. now: 
I charge thee,- if thy sword comes cross my £^ther« 
Stop for a moment, and remember me. 

A^. Oh, doubt not but his life shall be my caiv ; 
Ev'n dearer than my own— -^ 

SeL Guard that for me too« 

Ax. O, Selima ! thou hast restorM my quiet* 
The noble ardour of the war, with love 
Heturning, brightly burns within my breast, 
And bids me be secure of all hereafter. 

[Exeunt^ GuAT^psfQUotoipg^ 
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ACT THE SECOND 

SCENE I. 

The Inside of a Magnificent Tent. 
Symphony of WarUke Music. 

En^er Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince of Tan^ais, 
Jama, Mibvan, Soldiers, aite/o^iier Attendants* 

Ax. From this auspicious day the Parthian name 
ShikU dftte its birth of empire^ 9ad extend 
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Ev'n from the dawning east to utmost Thttle, 
The limits of its sWay. 

Prince. Nations unknown, 
Where yet the Roman eagles never flew, 
Shall pay their homage to victorious Tamerlane; • 
Bend to his valour and superior virtue, 
And own, that conquest is not given by chance. 
But, bound by fatal and resistless merit, 
Waits on his arms. 

Tarn, It is too much : you dress me 
Like an usurper, in the borrowed attributes 
Of injur d Heaven. Can we call conquest ours f 
Shall man, this pigmy, with a giant's pride. 
Vaunt of himself, and say, ^ Thus have I done this? 
Oh, vain pretence to greatness ! Like the moon, 
We borrow all the brightness which we boast, 
Dark in ourselves, and useless* If that hand, 
That rules the fate of battles, strike for us, 
Crown us with fame, and gild our clay with honour, 
Twere most ungrat^ul to disown the benefit, 
And arrogate a praise which is not oun. 

jix. With such unshaken temper of the soul 
To bear the swelling tide of prospVous fortune, 
Is to deserve that fortuae : 

Enter Omak. 

Omar, Hdhpur and fame [BauringtoTAUEKLAiK^* 
For ever wait the emperor: may our prophet 
•Give him ten thousand thousand days of life. 
And every day like this. The captive sultan, 
Fierce in his bonds, and at his fate repimng, 
Attends your sacred will. 

Tom, Let him approach. 

EfUerBAjAZWSf and other Turkish PrisonerSy in Chains, 

with a Guard of Soldiers, 

When I survey the ruins of this fi^ld, 
The wild destruction, ll|faich thy fierce ambition 

c 3 
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Has d^lt among manUnd, ^o many widows 
And helpless orphans has thy batHe made, 
That half our eastern world this day are mourners) 
Well may I, in behalf of Heav'n and earlti. 
Demand from thee atonement for this wrong. 

JBa|. Make thy demand to those that own thy pow'r. 
Know, I am still beyond it; and tho' fortune 

S!urse on that changeling deity of foob I) 
as strips me of the train and poi^p of gceatneaSt 
That outside of a king, yet still my soul, 
Fixt high, «nd of itself alone dependent, 
Is ever free and royal,' and ev'n now^ 
As at the head of battle, does defy thee : 
I know what power the chance of war has giv'n, 
And dare thee to the use mn'U This vile speeching, 
This after-game of words, is what most irks me; 
Sparc that, and for the rest 'tis equal all—— . 
Be it as it may* 

Tarn, Well was it for the world. 
When on their borders neighbouring princes met, 
Frequent in friendly parle, by cool debates 
Preventing wasteful war : 
Canst ihdu believe thy prophet, or, what's more. 
That Pow'r supreme, which made thee and thy proH 

phet, 
Will, with impunity, let pass that breach 
Of sacred faith giv'n to the royal Greek f 

Baj. Thou pedant talker ! ha ! art thou a king 
Possest. of sacred pow*r, Heav-n's darling attribute. 
And dost thou prate of leagues, and oaths, and |»ro* 

phets! 
I hate the Greek (perdition on his name) 
As I do thee, and would have met you both, 
As death does human natiire, for destruction. 

Tarn. Causeless to hate, is not of hiiman kind : 
The savage brute, that haunts in woods remote • 
And desert wildsi tears not the fearful traveller. 
If Hunj^er or some injury -proie&ke not. 
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Bqf, Can i^ king want a causef, when empire bids 
Go on? Whati;} he bom for, but ambition? 
It is his hunger, 'tis his call of nature, 
The noble appetite which will be satisfy'd, 
And, like the food of gods, makes him immortal. 

Tom, Henceforth I will not wonder we were foes. 
Since souls that differ so by nature, hate, 
And strong antipathy forbids their union. 

Baj. The noble fire, that warms me, does indeed 
Transcend. thy coldness. 1 am pleased we differ. 
Nor think alike, 

Tflwi. No— for I think like man. 
Thou, like a monster, from- whose baleful presence 
Nature starts back ; and tho' she tix'd her stamp 
On thy rough mass, and mark'd thee for a man, 
Now, conscious of her «rror, she. disclaims thee 
As form'd for her destruction. — ^^ 
'Tis true, I am a king« as thou hast been ; 
Honour and glory too have been my aim ; 
But, tho' I dare &ce death, and all the dangers 
Which furious war wears in its bloody front, 
Yet would I chuse to fix my name by peace. 
By justice, and by mercy ; and to raise 
My trophies on the blessings of mankind. 

Baj: Prophet, I thank thee :— * — 
Damnation ! — Couldst thou rob me of my glory, 
To dress up this tame king, this preaching dervise? 
Unfit for war, thou shouldst have liv'd secure 
In lazy peace, and with debating senates 
Shaj^da precarious sceptre^ sat tamely still. 
And I^t bol«h factions canton out thy pow'r, 
And wrangle for the ispoils they robb'd thee of; 
Whilst I (curse on the -pow'r that -stops my ardour !) 
Would,«Uke''a tempest, rush Amidst the nations, . 
Be greatly terrible, and deal, like Alia. 
My angry thundgr on 'the frighted world. 

Tbi*. tfie wWl-^'twoiUld be too little for tlrf 
pride : 
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Thou wouldst scale Heav'n — — 

fia/. I would: — Away! my soul 
Disdains thy conference. 

Tarn. Thou vain, rash thing, 
That, with gigantic insolence,^hast d^r'd 
To lift thy wretched self ahove the stars. 
And mate with poVr almighty : Thou art fallen ! 

Baf. 'tis false ! 1 am not foirn from aught I have 
been; 
At least my soul resolves to keep her state. 
And scorns to take acquaintance with ill fortune. 

Tarn, Almost beneath my pity art thou fali'n ; 
Say, what had I to expect, if thou hadst conquer'df 

Baj, Oh, glorious thought ! By Heav'n 1 will en- 
joy it, 
Tho' but in fancy ; imaginaliDn shall 
Make room to entertain the vast idea. 
Oh ! had I been the master but of yesterday, 
The world, the world had felt me; and for thee, 
I had us'd thee, as thou art to me-^a dog, 
The object of my scorn and mortal hatred : 
I would have taught thy neck to know my weight. 
And mounted from that footstool to my saddle: 
Then, when thy daily servile task was done, 
I would have cag'd thee, for the scorn of slaves, 
Till thou hadst be^d to die ; and ev'n that mercy 
I had deny'd thee. Now thou know'st my mind, 
And question me no farther. 

Tarn, Well dost thoU teach me 
What justice should exact from thee. Mankind, 
With one consent, cry out for vengeance on thee ; 
Loudly they call to cut off this league breaker, 
This wild destroyer, from the face of earth. 

Baj. Do it, and rid thy shaking soul at t>nce 
Of its worst fear. 

Tarn. Hadst thou an arm 
lb make thee feared, thou shouldst have prov'd it on 
me. 



eCElSE I*] * TAMEELAKE. %\ 

Amidst the sweat and blood of yonder field. 

When, thro' the tumult of the war 1 sought thee, 

Fenc'd in with nations. - 
Baj, Curse upon the stars 

That fated us to different scenes of slaughter ! 

Oh ! could my sword hdve met thee ! 

Tom. Thou hadst then, 

As now, been in my pow'r, and held thy life 

Dependent on my gift — Yes, Bajazet, 

I bid thee, live. 

Nay more; couldst thou forget thy brutal fierceness-, 

And form thyself to manhood, I would bid thee 

Live,, and be still a king. 

This royal tent, with such of thy domestics 

As can be found, shall wait upon thy service ; 

Nor will I use my fortune to demand 

Hard terms of peace, but such as thou may'st offer 

With honour, I with honour may receive. 

Baj. Ha ! say'st thou — no — our prophet's v^ngeanca 
blast ipe, 

If thou shall buy my friendship with thy empire. 
Thou smooth fawning talker ! 

Give me again my chains, that I may curse thee, 

And gratify my rage: or, if thou wilt 

Be a vain foply and play with thy perdition, 

Remember Tm thy foe, and hate thee deadly. 
Thy folly on thy head ! 
Tomf. Be still my foe. 
Great minds, like Heav'n, are pleas'd in doing good^ 
Tho' the ungrateful subjects of their favours 
Are barren in return ; 
Virtue still does 

With scorn the mercenary world regard, 
Wi^ere abject souls do good, and hope reward ; 
Above the worthless trophies men can raise, 
She seeks not honours, wealth, nor airy praise. 
But with herself, herself the goddess pays. 

. \Ex€m^ QUI but Ba^azpt and Qmak 
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Bqj, Come, lead me to my dangeon ; plunge me 
down 
Deep from the hated sight of man and day, 
Where, under covert of the friendly darkness, 
My soul may brood, at leisure, o'er its anguish. 

Omar* Our royal master would with noble u^age, 
Make your misfortunes light : he bids you hope-^ 

Bq^, I tell thee, slave, I have shook hands with 
hope. 
And all my thoughts are rage, despair, and horror, 

[Exii Omar* 
Ha ! wherefore am I thus ? — Perdition seize me I 
But my cold blood runs shiv'ring to my heart, 
The rage and fiercer passions of my breast 
Are lost in new confusion. 

Enter Halt and Arpasia. 

Arpasia ! — ^Haly ! 
Halif, Oh, emperor 1 for whose hard fate our pro- 
phet 
' And all the heros of thy sacred race 
Are sad in paradise, thy faithful Haly, 
The slave of all thy pleasures, in this ruin, 
This universal shipwreck of thy fortunes, 
Has gathered up this treasure for thy arms : 
Nor ev'n the victor, haughty Tamerlane, 
(By whose command once more thy slave beholds 

thee) 
Denies this blessing to thee, but, with honour, 
Renders thee back thy queen, thy beauteous bride* 

Bo;. Oh ! had her eyes, with pity, seen my sorrows, 
Had she. the softness of a tender bride, 
Heav'n could not hav.e bestow*d a greater blessing, 
And love had made amends for loss of empire. 
But see, what fury dwells upon her charms ! 
What lightning flashes from her angry eyes! 
With a malignant joy she views my ruin : 
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Even beauteous in her hatred, still she charms me, 
And awes my fierce tumultuous soul to love. 

Arp. And dar'st thou hope, thou tyrant ! ravisher ! 
That Heav'n has any joy in store for thee ? 
Look back upon the sum of thy past life, 
Where lost Arpasia's wrongs stand bleeding fresh, 
Thy last recorded crime. >Eut Heav'n has found thee ; 
At length the tardy vengeance has o'erta'en thee. 
My weary soul shall bear a little longer 
The pain of life, to call for justice on thee; 
That once complete, sink to the peaceful grave. 
And lose the memory of my wrongs and thee. 

Baj. Thou raii'st! I thank thee for it — Be per- 
verse. 
And muster all the woman in thy soul ; 
Goad me with curses, be a very wife. 
That 1 may fling off this tame love, and hate thee. 

Enttr MoNESES. 

\&tarting^ Ha ! Keep thy temper, heart ; nor take 

alarm 
At a slave's presence. 

Man. It is Arpasia ! — Leave me, thou cold fear. 
Sweet as the rosy morn she breaks upon me. 
And sorrow, like the night^s unwholesome shade. 
Gives way before the golden dawn she brings. 

Baj. [Jdvandng towards kim.] Ha, Christian ! Is it 
well that we meet thus ? 
Is this thy faith f 

Man. Why does thy frowning brow 
Put on this form of fury i Is it strange 
We should meet here, companions in misfortune. 
The captives in one common chance of war? 
Nor shouldst thou wonder that my sword has faiFd 
Before the fortune of victorious Tamerlane, 
When thou, with nations like the sanded shore. 
With half the warring world upon thy side^ 
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Coiildst not stand up against his dreadful battle. 
That ciush'd thee with its shock. Thy men cbm 

witness, 
Those cowards, that forsook me in the combat, 
My sword was not unactive. 

Bqj. No— 'lis false; 
Where is my daughter, thou vile Greek ? Thou hast 
Betray *d her to the Tartar ; or* even worse, 
Pale with thy fear, didst lose her like a coward ; 
And, like a coward now, would cast the blame 
On fortune and ill stars. 

Mott. Ha ! saidst thou, like a coward ? 
What sanctity, what majesty divine, . 
Hast thou put on, to guard thee from my rage. 
That thus thou dar st to wrong me I 

Bqf, Out, thou slave, 
And, know me for thy lord 

Mon, I tell thee, tyrant, 
When, in the pride of power, thou sat'st on high, 
'When, like an idol, thou wert vainly worshipp'd. 
By prostrate wretches, born with slavish souls; 
£v'n when thou wert a king, tliou wert no more, 
Nor greater than Moneses ; born of a race . 
Royal, and great as thine. What art thou now then f 
The fate of war has set thee with the lowest; 
And captives (like the subjects of the grave) 
LosiAg distinction, serve one common lord* 

Baj, Brav'd by this dog ! Now give a loose to rage. 
And curse thyself; curse thy false cheating prophet. 
Ha 1 yet there's some revenge. Hear me, thou chris- 
tian ! 
Thou leftist that sister with me : — ^Thou impostor ! 
Thou boaster of thy honesty ! Thou liar ! 
But take her to thee back. 
Now to explore my prison— -If it holds 
Another plague like this, the restless damn'd 
(If Mufties lie not) wander thus in hell ; 



SCBN«I.] T41IERLANI. SS 

From scorching flames to chilling frosts theyron, 
Then from their frosts to fires return again, 
And only prove variety of pain. 

[Exeunt Bajazet and Haly. 

Arp. Stay, Bajazet, 1 charge thee by my wrongs ! 
Stay, and unfold a tale of so much horror 
As only fits thy telling. — Ob, Monescs ! 

Mon, By all the tenderness and chaste endearments 
Of oar past love, I charge thee, my Arpasia, . 
To ease my soul of doubts ! Give me to know, 
At once, the utmost malice of my fate ! 

Arp. Take, then, thy wretched share in all I suffer. 
Still partner of my heart ! Scarce badst thou left 
The sultan's camp, when the imperious tyrant, 
Soft*ning the pride and fierceness of his temper, 
With gentle speech made offer of his love. , 
Amaz'd, as at the shock of sudden death, 
I started into tears, and often urg'd 
(Though still in vain) the difference of our faiths. 
At last, as flying to the utmost refuge. 
With lifted hands and streaming eyes, I own'd 
The fraud; which, when w^ first were made his 

prisoners, 
I forc'd thee to put on 

Thy borrow'd name of brother, mine of sister; 
Hiding beneath that veil the nearer tie 
Our mutual vows had made before the priest. 
Kindling to rage at hearing of my story, . 
Then, be it so, he cry'd : Think'st thou thy vows, 
Giv'n to a slave, shall bar me from thy beauties? 
Then bade the priest pronounce the mafriage rites : 
Which he performed ; whilst* shrieking with despair, 
I caird, in vain, the pow'rs of Heav'n to aid me. . 

ilfon. Villain I Imperial villain! — Oh, the coward ! 
Aw'd by his guilt, though backed by force and 

power. 
He durst not, to my face, avow his purpose . 

P 
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But, in my absence, like a lurking thief. 
Stole on my treasure, and at once undid me. 

Arp. Had they not kept me from the means of 
death, 
Forgetting all the rules of christian suffering, 
I had done a desp'rate murder on my soul. 
Ere the rude slaves, that waited on his will, 
Had forc'd me to his 

Man, Stop thee there, Arpasia, . 
And bar my fancy from the guilty .scene ! 
Let not thought enter, lest the busy mind 
Should muster such a train of monstrous Jmagei^ 
As would distract roe. Oh, I cannot bear it ! 
Thou lovely hoard of sweets, where all my joys 
Were treasur'd up, to have thee rifled thus I 
Thus torn, untasted, from my eager wishes ! 
But I will have thee from him. Tamerlano 
rrhe sovereign judge of equity on earth) 
Shall do me justice on this mighty robber, 
And render back thy beauties to Monescs. 

Arp. And who shall render back my peace, my 
honour, ^ . 
The spotless whiteness of my virgin soul \ 
Ah ! no, Moneses — Think not I will ever 
Bring a polluted love to thy chaste arms : 
I am the tyrant's wife. Oh, fatal title ! * 
And, in the sight of all the saints, have sworn. 
By honour, womanhood, and blushing shame, 
To know no second bride-bed but my grave. 
Shortly, oh ! very shortly, if my sorrows 
Divine aright, and Heaven be gracious to me, 
Death shall dissolve the fatal obligation. 
Yes, my Moneses ! now the surges rise, 
The swelling sea breaks in between our barks, 
And drives us to our fate on different rocks . 
Farewell ! — My soul lives with thee. 

Hon, Death is parting, 
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T\% the last sad adiea 'twixt soul and body. 

But this is somewhat worse — My joy, jny comfort. 

All that was left in life, fleets after thee ! 

[£crtm/, severally. 



ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 



The Inside of the Royal Tent. 



Enter Ax ALL A and Selima. 

Ax. Why was I ever blest! — Why is remembrance 
lUch with a thousand pleasing images 
Of past enjoyments, since 'lis but plague to me? 
When thou art mine no more, what will it ease me 
To think of all the golden minutes past. 
To think that thou wert kind, and I was happy } 
But like an angel fall'n from bliss, to curse 
My present state, and mourn the heav'n*l've lost. 

SeL Hope better for us both ; nor let thy fears, 
like an unlucky omen, cross my way. 

As. But see, the sultan comes ! 

Enter Bajazet. 

Baj. To have a nauseous courtesy forced on me. 
Spite of my will, by an insulting foe ! 
Ha I they nvoald break the fierceness of my temper- 

d2 
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And make me supple for their slavish purpose. 
Curse on their fawning arts ! 

[Selih A omeMfarwardf and knedi to Ba^asit* 
• SeL My lord ! my royal father ! 

Bqj. Ha ! what art thou? 
What heavenly innocence! that in a form 
So known, so lov'd, has left tby paradise. 
For joyless prison, for this place of woe 1 
Art thou my Selima? 

SeL Have you forgot me? 
Alas, my piety is then in vain I 
Your Selima, your daughter whom you lov*d, 
The fondling once of her dear father's arms, 
Is come to claim her share in his misfortunes; 

[Embrate. 
To help to wear the tedious minutes out. 
To soften bondage, and the loss of empire. 

Baj, Now^ by our prophet, if my wounded mind 
Could know a thought of peace, it would be now : 
£v*n from thy prating infancy thou wcrt 
My joy, my little angel ; smiling comfort 
Came with thee, still to glad me. Now I'm cursM 
£v'n in thee too. Reproach and infamy 
Attend the christian dog t' whom thou wert trusted* 
To s^ thee bere-^'twere better see thee dead! 

jix. Thus Tamerlane to royal Bajazet 
With kingly greeting sends : since with the brave 
^he bloody business of the fight once ended) 
Stern hate and opposition ought to cease; 
Thy queen already to thy arms restored, 
Recme this second gift, thy beauteous daughter: 
And if there be aught farther in thy wish, 
Demand with honour, and obtain it freely. 

Bqj, Bear back thy fulsome greeting to thy master | 
Tell him, Til none on't. Can he restore 
My fame diminished, loss of sacred honour, . 
Thfit radiancy of majesty eclips'd ? 

'ght besides, it is not wprtb my ^aie;. 
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The giver and his gifts are both beneath me. 

Ax* Enough of war the wounded earth has known : 
Oh, sultan ! by the PowV divine I swear. 
With joy I would resign the savage trophies 
In blood and battle gain'd, could I atone 
The &tal breach 'twixt thee and Tamerlane ; 
And think a soldier's glory well bestow'd 
To buy mankind a peace. 

Baf. And what art thou, 
That dost presume to mediate 'twixt the rag6 
Of an^ry king9 } 

Ax. A prince, bom of the noblest. 
And of a soul that answers to that birth. 
That dares not but do welU Thou dost put on 
A forc'd'forgetfttlness, thus not to know me, 
A guest so lately to thy court, then meeting 
On gentler terms.—* — 

SeL Could aught e&ce the merit 
Of brave Axalla's name } yet when your daughter 
Shall tell how well, how.nobly she was us'd. 
How light this gallant prince made all her bondage, 
Most sure the royal Bajazet will own 
That honour stands indebted to such goodness. 
Nor can a monarch's friendship more than pay it« 

Bqj* Ha ! know'st thou that, fond girl f — Go — *VtA 
not well, 
And when thou couldst descend to take a benefit 
From a vile Christian, and thy father^s foe. 
Thou didst an act dishonest to thy race : 
Henceforth, unless thou mean'st to cancel all 
My share in thee, and write thyself a bastard, 
Die, starve, know any evil, any pain, 
Rather than taste a mercy from these dogs. 

SeL Alas! Axalla! 

Ax. Weep not, lovely maid ! 
I swear. 

One sigh from thee has made a large amends 
For all thy angry father^s frowns and fierceness* 

D 3 



Bqf> Ob, my curst fortune i-^Am I.faU'atbus low \ 
Dishonoured to my face ! Thou eartli born cbing ! 
Thou clod ! how hast thou dar'd to lift ih> eyes 
Up to the sacred race of mighty Ottoman, 
Whom kings, whom e'en our prophet's holy ofispring 
At distaiKe have beheld } And what art thou i 
What glorious titles blazon out thy birth f 
Thou vile obscurity ! ha ! — ^say — thou base one. 

^x. Thus challenged, virtue, modest as she is. 
Stands up to do herself a common justiqe; 
To answer, and assert that inborn merit, 
That worth, which conscious to herself she feels. 
Were honour to be scann'd by long descent, 
From ancestors illustrious, I could vaunt < 

A lineage of the greatest, and recount. 
Among my fathers, names oi ancient story, * 
Heros and god-like patriots, who subdu'd 
The world by arms and virtne, and, being Romans^ 
Scorn'd to be kings ; but that be their own praise: 
Nor will [ borrow merit from the dead, 
Myself an undeserver. I could prove 
My friendship such, as thou might'st deign t' accept 
With honoUr, when it comes with friendly office, 
To render back thy crown, and former greatness ; 

Bqf. To me give back what yesterday took from me. 
Would be to give like Heav'n, when having finish'd 
This world (the goodly work of bis creation) 
He bid bis favourite man be lord of all. 
But this • 

Ax, Nor is this gift beyond my pow'r. . 
Oft has the mighty master of my arms 
Urg'd me, with large ambition, to demand 
Crowns and dominions from his bountequs pow'r ;-. 
Tis true, I wav'd the proffer, and h^ve held it 
The worthier choice to wait upon bis virtues. 
To be the friend and partner of his warsi 
Thai^ to be Asia's lord. Nor wonder then,. 
)f, in the confidence of such a friendship^ 
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I promise boldly for the royal giver, 
Toy cri.-wn and empire. 

Bq), For our daughter thus 
Mean'at thou to barter f Ha ! 1 tell thee, Christiaiii 
There is but one, one dowry thou canst give. 
And I can ask, worthy my daughter's love, 

jix. Oh ! name the mighty ransom; task my powV ; 
Let there be danger, difficulty, death, 
T' enhance the price. 

Baj. I take thee at thy word* 
Bring me the Tartar's head. 

Baj. Tamerlane's ! 
Thftt death, thai deadly poison to my glory. 

Ax. Prodigious J Horrid ! 

£07. And couldst thou hope to bribe me with 
aught else ? 
With a vile peace, patched up on slavish terms ? 
With tributary kingship?— No !— -To merit 
A recdmpence for me, sate my revenge. 
The Tartar is my bane, I cannot bear him : 
One heav'n and earth can never hold us both ; 
Still shall we hate, and with defiance deadly 
Keep rage alive, till one be lost for ever : 
As if two suns should meet in the meridian. 
And strive in fiefy ci^mbat for the passage. 
Weep'st thou, fond girl? Now as thy kiug, and father^ 
I charge. thee, drive this slave from thy remembrance! 
Hate shall be pious in thee. Come and join 

[Laying hold on her Hand* 
To curse thy father's foes. 

Sel, Undone for ever ! 
Now, tyrant duty, art thou yet obeyed ? 
There is no more to give thee. Oh, Axalla! 

[Bajazbt kadii tnU SaLiM A, 9ke lookU^ back on 
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8CEN£ II. 



Tamerlane's Cantp, 



Enter Tameelaks and a Dervisb. 

Tarn, Thou bring'st me thy credentials from the 
highest. 
From Alia, and our ptophet. Speak thy message, 
It must import the best and noblest ends. 

Der, Thus speaks our holy Mahomet, who has 
giv'n thee 
To reign and conquer : ill dost thou repay 
The bounties of his hand, unmindful of 
The fountain whence thy streams of greatness flow. 
Thou hast forgot high HeaVn ; hast beaten down 
And traimpled on religion's sanctity. 

Tarn, Now, as I am a soldier and a king; 
(The greatest names of honour) do but make 
Thy imputation out, and Tamerlane 
Shall do thee ample justice on himself. ' 
So much the sacred name of Heaven awes roe, 
Could I suspect my soul of harbouring aught 
To its dishonour, I would search it strictly, 
And drive th' offending thought with fury forth. 

Der, Yes, thou hast hurt our holy prophet's honour, 
fiv fostering the pernicious Christian sect : 
They are thy only friends. The true believen 
Mourn to behold thee favour this Axalla. 

Tam. I fear me, thou out-go'st the prophet^s order. 
And bring'st his venerable name to shelter 
A rudeness ill becoming thee to* use. 
Or me to suffer. When thou nam's! my 
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Thou nam'st a man beyond a monk's discerning,* 
Virtuous and great, a warrior and a prince. 

Dtr. He is a Christian ; there our law condemns 
him, 
Altbo' he were ev'n all thou speak'st, and more. 
Tflm. Tis false ; no law divine condemns the vir- 
tuous. 
For differing from the rules your schools devise. 
Look round, how Providence bestows alike 
Sunshine and rain, to bless the fruitful year. 
On different nations^ all of different faiths ; 
And (tho' by several names and titles worship'd) 
Heav'n takes the various tribute of their praise; 
Since all agree to own, at least to mean, 
One best, one greatest, only Lord of all. 
Dtr. Why hold st thou captive a believing mo* 
narch ? 
Now, as thou hop'st to 'scape the prophet's curse, 
Release th6 royal Bajazet, and join. 
With force united, to destroy the Christians. 

Tom, Tis well — I've found the cause that mov'd 
thy zeal. 
What shallow politician set thee on, 
Jn hopes to fright me this way to compliance ? 
Hence ! I have found thee. 
Der. I have but one resort. Now aid me, prophet. 

[Aside. 
Yet I have somewhat further to unfold ; 

Our prophet speaks to thee in thunder — thus 

\The Deavise drawt a concealed Dagger^ and 
qfera to stab Tamerlane. 
Tarn. No, villain, Heav'n is watchful o'er its wor- 
shippers, [Wresting the Dagger from kim. 
And blasts the murderer's purpose. Think, thou 

wretch ! 
Think on the pains that wait thy crime, and trembla 
When I shall doom the f ■ ' ■ 
• Dft, Tis but d«atb aft last) 
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And I will suffer greatly for the cause 
That urg'd me first to the bold deed, 

Tom. Oh impious ! 
Enthusiasm thus makes villains martyrs. 
[Pausing.] It shall be so — ^To die ! 'twere a reward — 
Now learn the difference 'iwixt thy faith and mine : 
Thine bids thee lift thy dagger to my throat ; 
Mine can forgive the wrong, and bid thee live. 
Keep thy own wicked secret, and be safe ! 
If thou repent'st, I have gainM one to virtue. 
And am, in that rewarded for my mercy; 
If thou continu'st still to be the same, 
Tis punishment enough to be a villain. 
Hence ! from my sight — It shocks my soul to think 
That there is such a monster in my kind. 

[Exit DiavisE;. 

Enter Mokbsss. 

Mon, Oh, emperor ! before whose awful throne 
Th' afHicted never kneel in vaiivfor justice, 

[KneeUng to Tamerlanb. 
Here let roe fall before your sacred feet. 
And groan out my misfortunes, till your pity, 
(The last support and refuge that is left me) 
Shall raise me from the ground, and bid me live. 

Tarn, Rise, prince. 
Speak, as to a king, the sacred name 
Where pow'r is lodged, for righteous ends alone. 

Man. One only joy, one blessing, my fond heart 
Had fix'd its wishes on, and that is lost ; 
That sister, for whose safety my sad soul 
£ndur'd a thousand fears--- — 

Tarn, I well remember. 
When, ere the battle join'd, I saw thee first, 
With grief uncommon to a brother's love. 
Thou told'st a moving tale of her misfortunes, 
Such as bespoke my pity. Is there aught 
Thou canst demand from friendship? Ask, and have it. 
4 
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Mon» First, oh ! let me entreat your royal good* 
ness; 
Forgive the folly of a. lover's caution. 
That forg'd a tale of folly to deceive you. 
Said ly she was my sister? — Oh ! 'lis false ; 
She holds a dearer interest in my soul. 
She was the mistress of my vows, my bride ; 
By contract mine; and long ere this the priest 
Had ty'd ihe knot for ever, had not Bajazet — — 

Tam. Hal Bajazet ! — If yet his pow'r withholds 
The cause of all thy sorrows, all thy fears. 
E'en gratitude for once shall gain upon him, 
Spite of his savage temper, to restore her. 
This morn' a soldier brought a captive beauty, 
Sad, tho'she seem'd, yet of a form more rare. 
By much the noblest spoil of all the field ; 
Struck with a pleasing wonder, I beheld her, 
Till, by a slave that waited near her person, 
1 leam'd she was the captive sultan's wife : 
Straight I forbid my eyes the dangerous joy 
Of gazing long, and sent her to her lord. 

Monm There was Moneses lost. Too sure my heart 
(From the first mention of her wondrous charms) 
Presa^d it could be only my Arpasia. 

Tom. Arpasia ! didst thou say ? 

Man* Yes, my Arpasia. 

Tam, Sure I mistake, or fain I would mistake thee; 
I nam'd the queen of Bajazet, his wife. 

Hon* His queen ! his wife ! He brings that holy 
title 
To varnish o'er the monstrous wrongs he has done me. 

Tarn* Alas ! I fear me, prince, thy griefe are jutt; 
Thou art, indeed, unhappy 

Man. Can you pity me. 
And not redcess ? Oh, royal Tamerlane I [Kneeling. 
Thou succour of the wretched. 
Let thy justice 
Restore me my Arpasia; 



' 
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Tarn. Unhappy, royal youth, why dost thou ask 
What honour must deny? Ha ! i« she not 
His wife, whom he has wedded, whom enjoyed f 
Could thy fond love forget 
The violation of a first enjoyment ?■■■■» 
But sorrow has disturbed and hurt thy mind. 

Mon. Perhaps it has, and like an idle madman^ 
I do a thousand things to shame my reason. 
Then let me dy^ and bear my follies with me. 
Far, far from the world's sight. 

Tarn, Let thy virtue 
Stand up. and answer to these warring passions. 
That vex thy manly temper. From the moment 
When first 1 saw thee, something wondrous noble 
Shone thro' thy form, and won my friendship for thee^ 
Without the tedious form of long acquaintance ;, 
Nor will I lose thee poorly for a woman. 
Come, droop no more, thou shalt with me pursue 
True greatness, till we rise to immortality. 
Thou shalt forget these lesser cares, Moneses ; 
Thou shalt, and help me to reform the world. 

Mott» Sacred Tamerlane, 
Thy words are as the breath of angels to me. 
But, oh ! too deep the wounding grief is fixt. 
For any hand to heal. 

Tarn. This dull despair 
Is the soul's lasiness. Rouse to the combat^ 
And thou art sure to conquer. War shall restore 

thee; . 
The sound of arms shall wake thy martial ardour, 
And cure this amorous sickness of thy aoul. 
The boy, fond love,, 

Is nursd and bred in sloth, and too muQfi ease; 
Near purling streams, in gloomy shapes^ he lies. 
And loosely there, instructs his votaries, 
Honour, and active virtue to despise. 
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But if the trumpets echo from afar, 

On silken winds sublime he cuts the air, 

Scar'd at the noise aud ciaagooi* of the war. [Examt^ 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 



^ " Bajaz£t*s Tent. 



Enter Halt and the Dervise* 

Hal). To 'scape with life from an attempt like this. 
Demands ray wonder justly. 

Der, True, it may ; 
But 'tis a principle of his new faith; 
^is what his Christian favourites have inspired, 
Who fondly make a merit of forgiveness, 
And give their foes a second opportunity, 
If the first blow should miss. — Failing to serve 
The sultan to my wish, and e'en despairing 
Of further means t* effect his liberty, 
A lucky accident retrieved my hopes. 

Hall/. The prophet and our master will reward 
TLy zeal in their behalf; but speak thy purpose. 

Der, Just ent'ring here I met the Tartar general. 
Fierce Omar. 

Haly» He commands, if I mistake not. 
This quarter of the army, and our guards ? 
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Der. The same. 
I learn'dy 

That, burning for the sultan's beauteous daughter^ 
He had begg'd her^ as a captive of the war. 
From Tamerlane ; but meeting with denial 
Of what he thought his services might claim, 
Loudly he storms, and curses the Italian, 
As cause of this affront. I join'd his rage. 
And added to his injuries, the wrongs 
Our prophet daily meets with from Axalla. 
But see, he comes. Improve what I shall tell. 
And all we wish is ours. 

{They seem to talk together aside. 

Enter Omar. 

Omar, No if I forgive it, 

Dishonour blast my name ! Was it for this 
That 1 directed his first steps to greatness, 
Taught him to climb, and made him what he is ? 
And am I now so lost to his remembrance, 
That when I ask a captive, he shall tell me, 
She is Axalla's right, his Christian minion? 

Der. Allow me, valiant Omar, to demand. 
Since injur'd thus, why right you not yourself? 
The prize you ask is in your power. 

Omar. It is. 
And I will seize it in despite of Tamerlane, 
And that Italian dog. 

Haly. What need of force. 
When every thing concurs to meet your wishes } 
Our mighty master would not wish a son 
Nobler than Omar. From a fathei's hand 
Receive that daughter, which ungrateful Tamerlane 
Has to your worth deny'd. 

Omar. Now, by my arms, 
It will be great revenge. What will your sultan 
Give to the man that shall restore his libertyi 

5 • 
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His crown, and give him pow'r to wreak his hatred 
Upon his greatest foe } 

Haly, All he can ask, 
And far beyond his wish. — [Trumpets. 

Omar, These trumpets speak 
'The emperor's approach ; he comes once more 
To otfer terms of peace. Within, 
I will know, farther. [Exeunt. 



SCENE ir. 



Bajazet's Tent. 



Arpasia discovered lying on a Couch, 



SONO. 

To thee, gentle sleep, alone 

Is owing all our peace. 
By thee our joys are heightened shown. 

By thee our sorrows cease. 
The nymph whose hand, by fraud orforce. 

Some tyrant has possess d, 
By thee, obtaining a divorce, 

In her own choice is bless d- 
Oh, stay ! Arpasia bids thee stay ; 

The sadly weeping fair 
Conjures thee, not to lose in day 

The object of her care. 
To grasp whose pleasing form she sought, 

That motion chas'd her sleep ; 
Thus by ourselves are off nest wrought 

The griefs, for which we weep. 

E 2 . 
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Arp, Oh, death ! thou gentle eiui of humaii sorrows, 
Still must my weary eye-lids vainly wake 
In tedious expectation of thy peace } 
Why stand thy thousand thousand doors still opon, ' 
To take the wretched in, if stem religion 
Guard every passage, and forbids my entrance ? — 
Lucrece could bleed, and Portia swallow fire, 
IVhen urg'd with griefs beyond a mortal sufl^rance ; 
But here it must not be. Think then, Arpasia, 
Think on the sacred dictates of thy faith. 
And let that arm thy virtue to perform 
What Cato's daughter durst not! --Live, Arpasia, 
And dare to be unhappy. 

Enter Tamerlake. 

Tarn. Such welcome as a camp can give, fair sul 
taness. 
We hope you have receiv'd ; it shall be larger, 
And better as it may. 

Arp, Since I have borne 
That miserable mark of fatal greatness, 
I have forgot all difference of conditions ; 
Sceptres and fetters are grown equal to me, 
And the best change my fate can bring is death. ' 

Tarn, Oh ! teach my power 
To cure those ills which you unjustly suffer, 
Lest Heaven should wrest it from my idle hand. 
If I look on, and see you weep in vain. 

Arp, Not that my soul disdains the generous aid 
Thy royal goodness proffers : but, oh, emperor ! 
It is not in my fate to be made happy ; 
Nor will 1 listen to the coz'ner, Hope, 
But stand resolv'd to bear the beating storm, 
That roars around me ; safe in this alone, 
That 1 am not immortal. — ^Tho' 'tis hard, 
Tis wondrous hard, when I remember thee, 
Dear native Greece! and you, ye weeping maids, 
That were companions of my virgin youth ! 



' 
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My noble parents ! Oh, the grief of heart, 
The pangs, that, for unhappy rae, bring down 
Their reverend ages to the grave with sorrow. 
And yet there is a woe surpassing all : 
Ye saints and angels, give me of your constancy, 
If you expect 1 shall endure it long. 

Tarn. Why is my pity all that I can give 
. To tears like yours? And yet I fear 'tis all ; 
^or dare I ask, what mighty loss you mourn, 
Lest honour should forbid to give it back. 

Arp, No, Tamerlane, nor did I mean thou shouldst : 
But know, (tho' to the weakness of my sex 
I yield these tears) my soul is more than man. 
Think, I am born a Greek, nor doubt my virtue ; 
They must be mighty evils, that can vanquish 
A Spartan courage, and a Christian faith. 

Enter Bajazet. 

Baj, To know no thought of rest? to have the mind 
6till minist'ring fresh plagues, as in a circle, 
Where one dishonour treads upon another; 
What know the fiends beyond it? — Ha! by hell, 

[Seeing Arpasia anc^TAMERLANH. 
There wanted only this to make me mad. 
Comes he to triumph here; to rob my love. 
And violate the last retreat of happiness? 

Tarn. But that I read upon thy frowning brow, 
That war yet lives, and rages in thy breast; 
Once more (in pity to the sufiPring world) 
I meant to offer peace. 

Baj. And mean st thou too 
To treat it with our empress; and to barter 
The spoils, which fortune gave thee, fur her favours ? 
Seek'st thou thus our friendship ? 
Is this the royal usage thou didst boast ? 

Tarn. The boiling passion, that disturbs thy soul, 
Spreads clouds around, and makes thy purpose dark— ^ 
Vnriddle what thy mystic fury ain^s atf 
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Baj, Is it a riddle? Read it there explain'd ; ) 

There, in my shame. Now judge me thou, O prophet, i 
And equal Heav'n, if this demand not rage ! 
The peasant hind, begot and born to slavery, 
Yet dares assert a husband's sacred right. 
And guards his homely couch from violation : 
And shall a monarch tamely bear the wrong 
Without complaining ? 

Tarn. If I could have wrong'd thee, 
If conscious virtue, and all-judging HeaVn, 
Stood not between, to bar ungovern'd appetite, 
What hindered, but in spite of thee, my Captive, 
I might have us'd a victor's boundless pow'r, 
And sated every wish my soul could form f 
But to secure thy feare, know, Baja^et, 
This is among the things I dare not do. 

Baj. By hell, 'tis fal$e ! else wherefore art thou 
present ? 
What cam'st thou for, but to undo my honour ? 
I found thee holding amorous parly with her, 
Gazing and glutting on her wanton eyes. 
And bargaining for pleasures yet to come ; 
My life, I know, is the devoted price — 
But take it, I am weary of the pain. 

Tarn, Yet ere thou rashly urge my rage too far, 
I warn thee to take heed ; I am a man. 
And have the frailties common to man's nature, 
The fiery seeds of wrath are in my temper. 
And may be blown up to so fierce a bla^e, 
As wisdom cannot rule. Know, thou hast touch'd me 
£v'n in the nicest, tend'rest part, my honour ; 
My honour ! which, like powV, disdains being ques* 

tion'd ; 
Thy breath has blasted my fair virtue's fame, 
And mark'd me for a villain, and a tyrant. 

Arp. And stand I here an idle looker-on. 
To see my innocence murder'd and mangled 
By barbarous hands, nor can revenge the wrong ? 
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Art tbou a inan, and dar'st thou use me thus ? 

[To BilJAZBT. 

Hast thou not torn me from my native country, 
From the dear arms of my lamenting friends^ 
From my souFs peace, and from my injured lovef 
Hast thou not ruin'd, blotted me for ever, 
Anddriv'n me to the brink of black despair? 
And is it in thy malice yet to add 
A wound more deep, to sully my white name, 
My virtue ? ■ 

Baj. Yes, thou hast thy sex's virtues, 
Their affectation, pride, ill-nature, noise, 
Proueness to change, e'en from the joy that pleas'dl 

them: 
So gracious is your idol, dear variety. 
That for another love you would forego 
An angel's form, to mingle with a devil's; 

Arp, Why sought'st thou not from thy own impious 
tribe 
A wife like one of these ? 

Know, 1 detest, like hell, the crime thou mention'st; 
Not that I fear, or reverence, thee, thou tyrant; 
But that my soul, conscious of whence it sprung. 
Sits unpolluted in its sacred temple. 
And scorns to mingle with a thought so mean. 

Tarn. Oh, pity ! that a greatness so divine 
Should meet a fate so wretched, so unequal.— 
Thou, blind and wilful to the good that courts thee, 

[To Bajazet. 
With open-handed bounty Heav'n pursues thee, 
And bids thee (undeserving as thou art. 
And monstrous in thy crimes) be happy yet : 
Whilst thou, in fury, dost avert the blessing. 
And art an^ evil genius to thyself. 

Baj. No — Thou !. thou art my greatest, curse on 
earth 1 
Thou, who hast robb'd me of my crown and glory, 
' And now pursu'st me to the verge of life, 



/ 
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To spoil me of my honour. Thou, thou hypocrite! 
That weai^st a pageant outside show of virtue. 
To coyer the hot thoughts that glow within ! 
Thou rank adulterer! 

Tarn. Oh, that thou wert 
The lord of ail those thousands, that lie breathless 
On yonder field of blood, that I again 
Might hunt thee, in the face of death and danger. 
Through the tumultuous battle, and there force thec^ 
Vanquished and sinking underneath my arm, 
To own thoU hast traduc'd me like a villain. 

Baj, Ha ! Does it gall thee, Tartar? By revenge^ 
It joys me much to find thou fecl'st my fury. 
Yes, I will echo to thee, thou adulterer! 
Thou dost profiBkne the name of king and soldier, 
And, like a ruffian bravo, cam'st with force 
To violate the holy marriage-bed. 

Tarn, Wert thou not shelter'd by thy abject state. 
The captive of my sword, by my just anger, 
My breath, like thunder, should confound thy pride. 
And doom thee dead, diis instant, with a word. 

B^. 'Tib false ! my fate's above thee, and thou 
dar'st not. 

Torn, Ha! dare not ! Thou hast rais'd my pond'rous 
rage. 
And now it falls to crush thee at a blow. 
A guard there ! — Seize and drag him to his fate ! 

Enter a GuAaD, they seize Bajazbt. 

Tyrant, I'll do a double justice on thee ; 
At once revenge myself, and all mankind. 

Baj. Well dost thou, ere thy violence and lust 
Invade my bed, thus to begin with murder: 
Drown all thy fears in blood, and sin securely. 

Tarn, Away ! 

Arp' [Kneeling.] Oh, stay ! I charge thee, by no* 
nown ; 
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By that bright glory thy great soul piu^ues, 
Call back the doom of death ! 

Tarn. Fair injur'd excellence, . 
Why dost thou kneel, and waste such precious prayVs, 
For one to goodness lost ; who first undid thee, 
Who still pursues and aggravates the wrong i 

Baj. By AUa ! no — I will not wear a life, 
Bought with such vile dishonour. Death shall free 

me 
At once from infamy, and thee, thou traitress ! 

Arp, No matter, tho' the whistling' winds grow loud« 
And the rude tempest roars, 'tis idle rage : 
Oh ! mark it not; but let thy steady virtue 
Be constant to its temper. Save his life. 
And save Arpasia from the sport of talkers. 
Think, how Uie busy, meddling world will toss 
Thy mighty name about, in scurril mirth; 
Shall brand thy vengeance, as a foul design. 
And make such monstrous legends of our lives, 
As late posterity shall blush in reading. 

Tom. Oh, matchless virtue! Yes, I will obey; 
Sultan be safe ! Reason resumes her empire, 

[Exeunt Guards. 
And I am cool again. — Here break we off, 
J>?st farther speech should minister new rage. 
Wisely from dangerous passions I retreat. 
To keep a conquest which was hard to get: 
And, oh ! 'tis time I should for flight prepare, 
A war more fatal seems to threaten there, 
And all my rebel blood assists the fair : 
One moment more, and I too late shall find. 
That love's the strongest pow'r that lords it o'er the 
mind. r£atY Tamerlane. 

Baj. To what new shame, what plague am I re- 
serv'd! 
Why hast thou forc'd this nauseous life upon me } . 
Is it to triumph oer me?— But I will, 
I will be free, I will forget thee all ; 
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The bitter and the sweet, the joy an^^ain, 
Death shall expunge at once, and ease my soul. 
Prophet, take notice, I disclaim thy paradise, 
Thy fragrant bowers, and everlasting shades ; 
Thou hast plac'd woman there, and all thy joys aro 
tainted. [Exit Bajazet* 

Arp. A little longer yet, be strong, my heart ; 
A little longer let the busy spirits 
Keep on their cheerful round. — It will not be! 

Death is at last my due, and I will have it.- 

And see, the poor Moneses comes, to take 
One sad adieu, and then we part for ever. 

Enter Moneses. 

Mon* Already am I onward of my way, 
Thy tuneful voice comes like a hollow sound 
At distance, to my ears. My eyes grow heavy, 
Tis the last office they shall ever do me, 
To view thee once, and then to close and die. 

Arp^ Alas ! how happy have we been, Moneses! 
Ye gentle days, that once were ours, what joys 
Did every cheerful morning bring along ! 
No fears, no jealousies, no angry parents. 
That for unequal births, or fortunes frown'd ; 
But love, that kindly join'd our hearts, to bless us^ 
Made us a blessing too to all besides. 

Mois..Oh, cast not thy remembrance back, Arpasial 
*ris grief unutterable, 'tis distraction ! 
Here lek me kneel, and pay my latest vows. 
Be witness, all ye saints, thou Heav'n and nature. 
Be witness of my truth, for you have known it ! 
Be witness, that I never knew a pleasure, 
In all the world could oflfer, like Arpasia ! 
Be witness, that I liv'd but in Arpasia ! 
And, oh, be witness, that her loss has kill'd me ! 

Arp, While thou art speaking, life begins to fail, 
And every tender accent chilb like death. 
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Oh I let me haste then, yet, ere day declines 

And the long night prevail, once more to tell thee 

Moneses is myself; in my fond heart. 

E'en in ray vital blood, he lives and reigns : 

The last dear object of my parting soul 

Will be Moneses ; the last breath, that lingers 

IVithin my panting breast, shall sigh Moneses. 

Mon, It is enough ! Now to thy rest, my soul. 
The world and thou have made an end at once. 

Arp, Fain would I still detain thee, hold ihee still : 
Kor honour can forbid, that we together 
Should share the poor few minutes that remain. 
I swear, methinks this sad society 
Has somewhat pleasing in it. — Death's dark shades 
Seem, as we journey on, to lose their horror ; 
At near approach the monsters, form'd by fear, 
Are vanished all, and leave the prospect clear ; 
Amidst the gloomy vale a pleasing scene. 
With flowers adorn'd and never-fading green, 
Inviting stands, to take the wretched in : 
No wars, no wrongs, no tyrants, no despair, 
Disturb the quiet of a place so fair. 
But injur'd lovers find Elysium there* [ExeUnU 

JSft/fT Ba jAZET, Omar, Halt, and the Der^ise. 

Bqj» Now, by the glorious tomb that shrines our 
prophet, 
By Mecca's sacred temple, here I swear. 
Our daughter is thy bride ! and to that gift 
Such wealth, such powV, such honours will I add, 
That monarchs shall with envy view thy state. 
And own t^iou art a demi-god to them. 
Thou hast giv'n me what 1 wish'd, power of revenge. 
And when a king rewards, 'tis ample retribution. 

Omaf. Twelve Tartar lords, each potent in his tribe. 
Have sworn to own my cause, and draw their thou- 
cands, 
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To-morrowy from the ungrateC^l ParthUn's side : 
The leaders of the troopt tbro' which >ve ptaf, 
Rais'd by roy powV, devoted to my service. 
Shall make our passage secret and secure, 

Der, Already, mighty sultap, art thou dafe. 
Since, by yon passing torches' light, I giiess^ 
To his pavilion Tamerlane retires, 
Attended by a train of waiting courtiers* 
All who remain within these tents are thinc^ 
And hail thee as their lord. 
Ha ! the Italian prince, 
With sad Moneses, are not yet gone forth. 

Bqj. Ha ! with our queen and daughter ! 

Omar. They are ours : 
I mark'd the slaves, who waited on Axalla ; 
They, when the emperor pass'd out, prest on. 
And mingled with the crowd, nor miss'd their lord: 
He is your prisoner, sir : I go this moment, 
To seize, and bring him to receive his doom. 

[Exit Ohar. 

Baj. Haste, Haly, follow, and secure the Greek : 
Him too I wish to keep within my power. 

[Exit Haly. 

Der. If my dread lord permit his. slave to speak, 
I would advise to spare Axalla's life. 
Till we are safe beyond the Parthian's pow'r: 
Him, as our pledge of safety, may we hold.; 
And, could you gain him to assist your flight, 
It might import you much. 

Bqf. Thou counsel I'st well ; 
And tho' I hate him (for he is a Christian, 
And to my mortal enemy devoted). 
Yet, to secure my liberty and vengeance, 
I wish he now were ours. 

Der. And see, they come! 
Fortune repents; again she courts your side, 
And, with this first fair offering of success, 
She wooes you to forget her crime of yesterday, 
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Enter Omar, ioith Axalla, Four Mutes; Sxlima 

following^ weeping. 

Ax. I will not call thee villain : 'tis a name 
Too holy for thy crime : to break thy faith. 
And turn a rebel to so good a master, 
Is an ingratitude unmatched on earth. 
The first revolting angel's pride could only 
Do more than thou hast done. Thou copy'st well. 
And keep'st the black original in view. 

Omar, Do rage, and vainly call upon thy master 
To save his minion. My revenge has caught thee. 
And I will make thee curse that fond presumption. 
That set thee on to rival me in aught. 

B<j^, Christian, I hold thy fate at my disposal ! 
One only way remains to mercy open ; 
Be partner of my flight and my revenge, 
And thou art safe. Thy other choice is death. 

Ax, Then briefly thus. Death is the choice I make ; 
Since, next to Heavn, my master and my fnend 
Has interest in my life, and still shall claim it. 

Baj, Then take thy wish — Call in our mutes 1 

StL My father, 
If yet you have not sworn to cast me ofl^, 
And turn me out to wander in misfortune ; 
If yet my voice be gracious in your ears ; 
If yet my duty and my love oflbnd not, 
Oh, call your sentence back, and save Axalla ! 

Baj, Rise, Selima ! The slave deserves to die, 
Who durst, with sullen pride, refuse my mercy: 
Yet, for thy sake, once more I offer life. 

Sel, Some angel whisper to my anxious soul. 
What I shall do to save hinu 
Oh, my Axalla ! seem but to consent. — 

[Aside to Axalla. 
Unkind and cruel, will you then do nothing } 
J find I am not worth thy least of cares. 

Ax. Oh, labour not to hang dishonour on roe ! 
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I could bear sickness, pain, and poverty, 
Those mortal evils, worse than death, for the«. 
But this — It has the force of fate against us, 
And cannot be. 

SeL See, ste, sir, he relents, [To Ba jazet. 

Already he inclines to own your cause. - 
A little longer, and hejs all yours. 

Bqf, Then mark how far a father's fondness yields. 
Till midnight I defer the death he merits, 
And give him up tiil then to thy persuasion. 
If, by that time, be meets my will, be lives ; 
If not, thyself sbalt own he dies with justice. 

Jx. *Th but to lengthen life upon the rack : 
I am resolv'd already. 

SeL Oh, be atill. 
Nor rashly urge a ruin on us both ! 
Tis but a moment more I have to save thee. 
Be kind, auspicious Alia, to my pray'r ; 
More kit my love, than for myself, I fear ; 
Neglect mankind a while, and make him all thy care! 

[Exeunt Axalla and Sklima. 

Baj. Moneses, — is that dog secur'd ? 
• Omar. He is. 

Baj, Tis well — My soul perceives returning great- 
ness, 
As nature feels the spring. Lightly she bounds. 
And shakes dishonour, like a burden, from ber; 
pnce more iiQpehal, awful, and herself. 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 



Bajazet's Tent, 



Arpasia discovered. 

Arp. Sure Vis a horror, more than darkness brings. 
That sits upon the night! 
Nof long ago, a troop of ghastly slaves 
Kush'd in, and forc'd Moneses from my sight ; . 
Death hung so heavy on his drooping spirits. 
That scarcely could he say — Farewell — ior ever ! 
And yet, methinks, some gentle spirit whispers, 
Thy peace draws near, Arpasia, sigh no more! 
And see, the king of terrors is at hand ; 
His minister appears. 

Enter Bajazet and Halt. 

Baj. [Aside to Haly.] The rest 1 leave 
To thy dispatch. For, oh! my faithful Haly, 
Another care has taken up thy master. 
Spite of the high- wrought tempest in my soul, 
Spite of the pangs which jealousy has cost me. 
This haughty woman reigns within my breost. 

Haly. Why wears my lord 
An anxious thought for what his powV commands? 
When, in an happy hour, you shall, ere long. 
Have borne the em{>ress from amidst your foes, 
She must be yours, be only and all yours. 
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Baj, On that depends my fear. Yes, I must have 
her ; 
I own, I will not, cannot go without her. 
Be near to wait my will. [Exit Halt. 

When last we parted, 'twas on angry terms ; 
Let the remembrance die, or kindly think, 
That jealous rage is but a hasty flame, , 
That blazes out, when love too fiercely burns. 

Arp. For thee to wrong me, and for me to suffer, 
Is the hard lesson that my soul has learnt : 
Nor is it worth my leisure to distinguish 
If love or jealousy commit the violence; 
Each have alike been fatal to my peace. 
Confirming me a wretch, and thee a tyrant. 

Baj. Still to deform thy gentle brow with frowns, 
And still to be perverse, it is a manner 
Abhorrent from the softness of thy sex : 
Women, like summer storms, a while are cloudy. 
Burst out in thunder, and impetuous show'rs ; 
But straight, the sun of beauty dawns abroad, 
And all the fair horizon is serene. 

Arp, Then, to retrieve the honour of my sex. 
Here I disclaim that changing and inconstancy : 
To thee I will be ever as I am. 

Baj, Thou say'st I am a tyrant; think so still, 
And let it warn thy prudence to lay hold 
On the good hour of peace,, that courts thee now; 
Souls, form'd like mine, brook being scorn'd but ill. 
Be well advis'd, and profit by my patience ; 
It is a short-liv'd virtue. 

Arp, Turn thy eyes 
Back on the story of my woes, barbarian ! 
Thou, that hast violated all respects 
Due to my sex, and honour of my birth. 
Thou brutal ravisher ! 
Can I have peace with thee f 
Impossible! First Heav'n and hell shall join; 
They only differ more. 
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Bqf. I see, 'tis vain 
To court thy stubborn temper with endearments. 
Resolve, this moment, to return my love, 
And be the willing partner of my flight, 
Or, by the prophet's holy law, thou dy'st. 

Arp. And dost thou hope to fright me with the 
phantom. 
Death ? 'Tis the greatest mercy thou canst give; 
So frequent are the murders of thy reign, 
One day scarce passing by unmark'd with blood. 
That children, by long use, have learnt to scorn it. 
Know, I disdain to aid thy treach'rous purpose. 
And shouldst thou dare to force me, with my cries 
I will call Heav'n and earth to my assistance. 

Bqf. Confusion! dost thou brave me? But my 
wrath 
Shall find a passage to thy swelling heart, 
And rack thee worse than all the pains of death. 
That Grecian dog, the minion of thy wishes. 
Shall be dragged forth, and butcher'd in thy sight; 
Thou shalt behold him, when his pangs are terrible, 
Till thou shalt rend thy hair, tear out thy eyes, 
And curse thy pride ; while i applaud my vengeance. 

Arp. Oh, fatal image ! All my pow'rs give way, 
And resolution sickens at the thought. 
Come, all ye great examples of my sex. 
Chaste virgins, tender wives, and pious matrons ; 
Come to my aid, and teach me to defy 
The malice of this fiend ! 1 feel, I feel 
Your sacred spirit arm me to resistance. 
Yes, tyrant, I will stand this shock of fate; 
Will live to triumph o'er thee, for a moment, 
Then die well pleas'd, and follow my Moneses. 

Bqf. Thou talk'st it well. But talking is thy pri- 
vilege ; 
^is all the boasted courage of thy sex ; 
Thougb, for thy soul, thou dar st not meet the danger. 
jirp. By all my hopes of happiness, I dare !- 
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Bqf. This moment is the trial. 

Arp. Let it come ! 
This mx>ment, then, shall show I am a Greek» 
And speak my country's courage in my suflTring. 

Baj, Here, mercy, I disclaim thee! Mark ixie, 
trai-trcss ! 
My love prepares a victim to thy pride, 
And when it greets thee next, 'twill be in blood. 

[Exit. 

Arp^ My heart beats higher, and mynimble spirits 
Ride swiftly through their purple channels round. 
And see, my last of sorrows is at hand ; 
Death and Moneses come together to me ; 
As if my stars, that had so long boen cruel. 
Grew kind at last, and gave me all I wish. 

Enter Moneses, guarded hy some Mutes ; othen 
attending with a C!up of Poison and a Bow^String, 

Mon. I charge ye, O ye ministers of fatel 
Be swift to execute your master's will ; 
Bear kne to my Arpasia ; let me tell her, 
The tyrant is grown kind. He bids roe go. 
And die beneath her feet. 

Arp. If it be happiness, alas ! to die. 
To lie forgotten in the silent grave, 
To love and glory lost, and from among 
The great Creator's works expung*d and blotted, 
Then, very shortly, shall we both be happy. 

Mon, There is no room for doubt ; ^is certain bliss. 
The tyrant's cruel violence, thy loss. 
Already seem more light ; nor has my soul 
One unrepented guilt upon remembrance, 
To make me dread the justice of hereafter; . 
But standing now on the last verge of life. 
Boldly 1 view the vast abyss, eternity, 
Eager to plunge, and leave my woes behind me. 

Arp. By all the truth of our past loves, I vow. 
To die appears a ^etf nothing to me. 



This very now I could put off my being 
Without a groan ; but to behold thee die !-^- ■ 
Nature shrinks in me ^t the dreadful thought. 
Nor can my constancy sustain this blow. 

itfofi. Since thou art arm'd for all things after death. 
Why should the pomp and preparation of it 
Be frightful to thy eyes ? There's not a painy 
Which age or sickness brings, the least disorder^ 
That vexes any part of this fine frame, 
But^s full as grievous. All that the mind feds 
Is much, much, more. — ^And see, I go to prove it 

Enter a Mutb ; he signs te the rest^ who prcffer 9 
Bow-string to MokesBs. 

Arp. Think, ere we part I— 

Mott. Of what? 

Arp» Of something soft, 
Tender and kind, of something wondrous sad. 
Ob»my full soul! 

Mon, My tongue is at a loss ; 
Thoughts crowd so fast, thy name is all I've left. 
My kindest,^ truest, dearest, best Arpasia ! 

[The Mutes struggle with him* 

Arp, I have a thousand, thousand, things to utter, 
A thousjand more to hear yet. Barban>us villains! 
Give m^ a minute. Speak to me, Moneses! 

Mon. Speak to the(e? Tis the business of my li|e^ 
'TIS all the use I have for vital air. 
Stand off, ye slavey! To tell thee that my heart 
Is full of thee; that, even at this dread moment. 
My fond eyes gaze with joy and rapture on thee ; 
Angels, and light itself, are not so fair. 

Enter Bajaset, Halt, and Attemdakts. 

Biff. Ha! wherefore lives this dog? Be quick, ye 
slaves ! 
And rid me of my pain. 

T 
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Mon. For only death. 
And the last night, can shut out my Arpasia. 

[The Mutes strangle Mokesxs. 

jirp. Oh, dismal i 'tis not to be borne I Ye mo- 
ralists ! 
Ye talkers ! what are all your precepts now ? 
Patience ! Distraction ! Blast the tyrant, blast him. 
Avenging lightnings ! Snatch him hence, ye fiends ! 
Love [ Death ! Moneses ! Oh f [She dkt. 

Baj. Can it be possible ? Can rage and grief. 
Can iove and indignation be so fierce, 
$o mortal, in a woman's heart 2 Confusion ! 
Is she escap'd then ? What is royalty, 
If those, that are my slaves, and should live for mc^ 
Can die, and bid defiance to my power ? 

EaUefthe DiaviSB. 

Der. The valiant Omar sends, to tell thy greatneM 
The hour of fiight is come, and urses haste ; 
Since he descries, near Tamerlane^ pavilion, - 

Bright troops of crowding torches, who from thence^ 
On either hand stretch far into the night, 
A'nd seem to form a shining front of battle; 
Behold, ev'n from this place thou ma/st discern them. 

[Looking out. 

Bmj. By Alia, yes! they cast a day around them, . 
And the plain seems thick set with stars, as heav'n. 
Ha ! or my eyes are false, they move this way ; 
Tis certain so. Fly, Haly, to our daughter. 

[Exit Halt. 
Let some secure the christian prince, Axalla ; 
We will begone this minute. 

Enter Omar. 
Omar. Lost ! undgne ! 
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Bo;. What mcan'st thou? 

Omar, All (lur hopes of flight are lost. 
Mirvan and Zama, with the Parthian horse, 
Enclose us round, they hold us in a toil. 

Ba^, Ha! whence this unexpected curse of chance? 

Omar. Too late I learnt, that, early in the night, 
A slave was suffered, by the princess' order. 
To pass the guard. 1 clove the villain down. 
Who yielded to his flight: but that's poor vengeance t 
That fugitive has rais'd the camp upon us. 
And, unperceiv'd, by favour of the night. 
In silence they have march'd to intercept us. 

Ba^. My daughter ! Oh, the traitress ! 

Der. Yet, we have 
Axalia in our power ; and angry Tamerlane 
Will buy his rav'rite's life, on any terms. 

Omar. With those few friends I have, I, for a 
while, 
Can face their force : if they refuse us peace, 
Revenge shall sweeten ruin. [Eixitm 

Enter Halt, xoith Selima, weeinng. 

Baj. See where she comes, with well dissembled 
innocence; 
With truth and faith so lovely in her face, 

As if she durst e'en disavow the folsehood. 

Hop'st thou to make amends with trifling tears. 
For my lost crown, and disappointed vengeance? 
Ungrateful Selima ! thy father's curse! 
Bring forth the minion of her foolish heart ! 
He dies this 'moment. 

Holy. 'Would I could not speak 
The crime of fatal love! The slave, who. fled. 
By whom we are undone, was that Axalia. 

B(^, Ha! say'stthou? 

tialy. Hid beneath that vile appearance. 
The princess found a means for his escape. 
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5e/, I am undone! ev'n nature has disclaim'd me! 
My hxhet ! have I lost you all ? My father ! 

Bqf, Talk'st thou of nature, who bast broke her 
bands ! 
Thou art my bane, thou witch ! thou infant parricide ! 
But I will study to be strangely cf uel ; 
I will forget the folly of my fondness ; 
Drive all the father from my breast; now snatch thee. 
Tear thee to pieces, drink thy treacherous blood, 
And make thee answer all my great revenge ! 
Now, now, thou traitress ! [Offers to kill her, 

SeL Plunge the poignard deep ! [She Imeelsn 

The life my father gave shall hear his summons. 
And issue at the wound — <» 
Since from your spring I drew the purple stream. 
And I must pay it back, if you demand it. 

Btff, Hence from my thoughts, thou soft relenting 
weakness. 
Hast thou not given me up a prey ? betray*d me ! 

Sel^ Ob, not for worlds ! not ev'n for all the joys, 
Love, or the prophet's paradise, can give! 
Amidst the thousand pains of anxious tenderness, 
I made the gentle, kind, Axalla swear, 
Your life, your crown, and honour should be safe. 

Bo;. Away! my soql disdains the vile dependence ! 
No, let me rather die, die.Uke a k^n^! 
Shall 1 fall down at the proud Tartar's foot. 
And say. Have mercy on me ? Hark ! they come ! 

. [Shout. 
pisgracc will overtake my lingering hand ; 
Pie then ! Thy father's shame, and thine, die with, 
thee. . [Offers to kill her. 

Sel. For Heav'p, for pit/s sake I 

[She catches hold of. his Arm^ 

Bqj. Ha! dar'st thou bar my will ? Tear off her hold ! 

SeL What, i^ot for life ! Should I not plead for 
life? 
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Look on my eyes, which you so oft have kist'd. 
And swore they were your best-lov'd qaeen's, my 

mother's ; 
Behold them now streaming for mercy, mercy I 
Ohy spare me ! Spare your Selima, mv father ! 

Baj. A lazy sloth hangs on my resolution : 
It is my Selima ! — Ha ! What, my child ! 
And can I murder her? — Dreadful imagination ! 
Again they come ! I leave her to my foes ! [ShoutSp 
And shall they triumph o'er the race of Bajazet ! 
Die, Selima ! Is that a father's voice ? 
Out, out, thou foolish nature ! 
Seize her, ye slaves ! and strangle her this moment ! 

[To the MuTi s, 

SeL Oh, let me die by you ! Behold my breast ! 
I will not shrink ! Ob, save me but from these ! 

Bqj, Dispatch ! [The Mutes seize her. 

Set. But for a moment, while I pray, 
That Heav n may guard my royal fathen 

Bqj, Dogs! 

SeL That you may only bless me, ere I die. 

[Shouts. 

Baj. Yc tedious villains ! then the work is mine. 
[Bajazet runs at Selima vnth kis Sword. 

Enter Axalla, SfC. Axalla gets between Bajazet 
and Sblima, and drives Bajazet and the Mutes 
qff^the Stage, 

Ax. And am I come to save thee? Oh, my joy 1 
Be this the whitest hour of all my life ; 
This one success is more than all my wars, 
The noblest, dearest, glory of my sword. 

Set. Alas, Axalla ! Death has been around me ; 
My coward soul still trembles at the fright, 
And seems but half secure, ev'n in thy arms. . 

4x> Retirei my fair, and let me guard thee forth ; 
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Blood and tarouUuoas slaughter are about us, 
And Danger, in her ugliest forms, is here ; 
Nor will the pleasure of my heart be full, 
Till all my fears are ended in thy safety. 

[Exeunt Axalla and Selima. 

Enter Tamebi^ake, tke Prince of Tanais, Zama, 
MiKVAN, and Soldiers; xoith Bajazet, Omar, 
and the Deevise, Prisoners. 

Tarn, Mercy, at length, gives up her peaceful 
sceptre. 
And Justice sternly takes her turn to govern ; 
'Tis a rank world, and asks her keenest sword, 
To cut up villany of monstrous growth. 
Zama, take care, that with the earliest dawn, 
Those traitors meet the fate their treason merits ! 

[Pomiing to Omak and the Dertise. 
For thee, thou tyrant! [7b Bajazet.] whose op- 
pressive violence 
H46 ruin d those thou khouldst protect at home. 
What punishment is equal ti> thy crimes? 
The doom, thy rage designed for me, be thine : 
Clos'd in a cage, like some destructive beast, 
Y\\ have thee borne about, in public view, 
A great example of that righteous veiigeance, 
That waits on cruelty, and pride, like thine. 

Bqf. It is beneath me to declihe my fate, 
] stand prepar*d to meet thy utmost hate : 
)fet think not, I will long thy triumph see : 
None want the means^ when the soul dares be free; 
rU curse thee with my last, my parting, breath, 
And keep the courage of my life, in death ; 
Then boldly venture on that world unknown : 
It cannot use me worse than this has done. 

[Exit Bajazet, guarded^ 

Tarn, Behold the vain effects of earth-bom pride. 
That 8Gorn'4 HeavVs lawsy and all its pow'r def/dy 
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That could the handi which fonnM it first, forget. 

And fondly say, I made myself be great I 

Bat justly those above assert their sway, 

And teach ev'n kingii what homage they should pay. 

Who then rules best, when mindful to obey. 
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REMARKS. 



As tb^ test of repentance is amendmeirt, those cri* 
tics may be deemed just, wbo allege— tbat this play 
has not a proper titk. Calista is no penitent, iii a i^ 
Hgious acceptation of the word ; {oty though she la- 
ments her fall from virtue with all the anguish of 
degraded pride, she is still enamoured of the cause 
from whence her guilt originated, 8mI feels deeper 
sorrow from her lover's abated passion (the natural 
consequence of her frailly) than from motives of con** 
trition. 

« 

It is aot mquisite here to ascertain what kind of 
^ucation the ladies of Italy received, at the time 
Rowe placed these scenes on the '* Ligurian shore ;** 
^^but certain it is, that, since the ladies of Great 
Britain have learnt to spell, and have made other 
short steps in the path of literature, the once highly 
fevoured Lothario of illiterate times has sunk in 
estimation, and there is scarcely a woman of thin 
country who can sympathise in the grief of the fair 
penitent^ whose degraded tasta could prefer^ to an ho* 

b2 
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noYuable and valiant youth, his ^ skipping, dancing, 
vorthless** rival. 

Whatever reasons may be urged against the more 
elevated instruction of the sex at present, than in for- 
mer days, one goo4 cpn^equence at least accrues 
from it — they are better qi^alified than heretofore to 
chuse their lovers and husbands. It was in the age 
of female ignorance that the Lotharios, and the yet 
viler Lovelaces, flourished. 

** Were you, ye fair, but cautious whom you trust, 
" Did yoju ^ut fb^ >ow &dim/i^ .are ^i^stt." 

A|;un— • 

*^ Of all Hie various wretches love has made, 

^' How few have been by men odeme betra/d4 J^ 

Now, enli^tened by a degree of mAsciilinfi study, 
women's taste and judgment being improved — thii 
best consequftnce of all ensues— rmen^mustiropiovA to 
win them. 

Tlieve is in this £uKinating play a strange mixture 
of the severity of ancient Rome, and the pfodigacy 
of modern Italy. In one scene, a^sthervdoprosihiB 
daughter to death for the loss of virgin honour — in 
another, the licentious recitals of her successful 
paramour class among the other vices, jrepugnaat 
4o honour and eveiy honourable decorum, which 
<blackens this libertine's character. 

• Sespageaa. fSeepiigBaa, itSg^pi^99* 



REMARKS. 5 

In respect to the ultimate morality of the play^ 
critics give two difierent opinions. Its immoral ten- 
dency is deduced from the influence of beholding so 
enchanting a personage as Lothario, a villanous se- 
ducer, and malicioas vain boaster. But, referring to 
that which has just been said of him, there remains 
this question — Is Lothario really thus enchanting ? Or, 
granting the Author meant to make him so, it is likely 
that the actor will render him the most insignificant 
character in the drama. It is a part so difficult to re* 
present, that not more than one performer was ever 
known to succeed in its delineation. This difficulty 
would almost raise the hope, — that the beautiful and 
the base can never combine, except in the fiction of 
poetry. 

That party of critics, in opposition, who extol this 
play for its moral purport, should recollect, that, on 
account of present modes and fashions, its power of 
example is much confined. Loss of maiden innocence 
is now limited to the poor female domestic and or- 
phan apprentice. Women of fortune and quality, for 
whose instruction the style and manners of this tra* 
gedy seem most designed, are scarcely assailable in 
the state of spinsters. The great will preserve im« 
portance even in their crimes ; and a woman of supe- 
rior rank in life is rarely guilty of a breach of chas- 
lity-^beneath the sin of adultery. 
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FAm PENJTENT. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 

A Garden b^fon^ng to Scxolto's Palace. 

Enter Alta^oist and Horatio. 

AU. Let tliis auspicious day be eyer sacred. 
No mourning, iio misfortunes happen on it : 
Let it be marked for triumphs and n^'oicin^: 
Let happy lovers ever make it holy, 
Chuse it to bless their hopes, and crown, their wishes, 
This happy day, that gives me my.Catista. 

Hor, Yes, Altamont ; to-day thy better stars 
Are joined to shed their kindest influence on thee; 
Sciolto's noble hand, that raised diee first, 
Half dead and drooping o'er thy father's grave, 
Completes its bauaty, and restores thy name 
To that high rank and lustre which it boasted, 
Before ungrateful Genoa .had forgot 
The merit of thy godlike father's arms ; 
Before that country, which he long had served 
In watchful .councils, and in winter camps, 
i^d cast off his white age to want and wr^chedness, 
:^d made their court to factioa by his r.ain. 
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AU*f Oh, {p%at Sciolto ! Oh, my more than father ! 
Let me not live, but at thy very name 
My eager heart springs up, and leaps with joy. 
When I forget the vast, vast debt I owe th e e 
Forget! (but 'tis impossible) then kt me 
Forget the use and privilege of reason, 
Be driv*n from the commerce of mankind, 
To wander in a desert among brutes. 
To be the scorn of earth, and curse of Heav'n ! 

Hor, So open, so unbounded, was his goodness. 
It reached ev'n me, because I was thy friend. 
When that great man, I lov'd, thy noble father, 
Bequeathed thy gentle sister to my arms. 
His last dear pledge and legacy of friendship, 
That happy tie made me Sciolto's son ; 
He caird us his, and, with a parent's fondness. 
Indulged us in his wealth, bless'd us with plenty, 
Heal'd all our cares, and sweeten'd love itself. 

AU, By Heav'n, he found my fortunes so abandoned, 
That nothing but a miracle could raise them : 
My father's bounty, and the state's ingratitude, 
Had stripped him bare, nor left him ev'n a grave.- 
Undone myself, and sinking with his ruin, 
I had no wealth to bring, nothing to succour him. 
But fruitless tears. 

Hor. Yet what thou couldst, thou didst, 
And didst it like a son ; when his hard creditors, 
Urg^d and assisted by Lothario's father, 
(Foe to thy house, and rival of their greatness) 
By sentence of the cruel law forbade 
His venerable corpse to rest in earth, 
Thou gav'st thyself a ransom for bis bones. 
Heav'n, who beheld the pious act, approv'd it. 
And bade Sciolto's bounty be its proxy, 
To bless thy filial virtue with abundance. 

Alt, But see, he comes, the author of my happi- 
ness, 
The man who sav'd my life from deadly sorrow, 
2 
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Wbo bids my days be bl^t with dW^ fmd plenty, 
And satisfie;^ i)^y soi^l with ipye ^n4 be^tuty I 

£ff^€r SciOLTO : he runs to Altamont. and embrace 

mm. 

Set, Joytto tk^9 AUamoi^tl Joy to myself! 
Joy to this ^tioppy mom, that foakes thee mine : 
Tnat kio<4y gm^U yik^t natyre had deny'd me, 
And makes me fftther of a son like thee I 

Alt. My father ! Oh, let me unlade my breast, 
Four out the f\4ness of my soul before you J 
Show every tender, every grateful thought, 
This wondrous gpodpess ^tirs. But 'tis impQssi^^le, 
And ut^c^rancp fiU is vile; fiiqce I cap only 
Swear y^u reign here, but never tell how ipi^cb. 

Sci, 0, no^te youth ! I swear, since &rst 1 knew. thef> 
£v*n from that day of sorrows when I saw thee 
Adom'd, and lovely in thy filial tears, 
The mourner and redeemer of thv father, 
I set thee down, and seal'd thee tor my own : 
Thou art my so^p, civ'n near nic as Cfklista. 
Hora^ imd iL«,vinift too are mine ; 

[En^aoea Hoiiatio; 
All 810 my .children, and shall share my heart. 
But wh^t*/ore waste we thns this happy day? 
The Jlf^iighing minutes summon thee to joy, 
And wfth new pleasures court thee as they pass ; 
Thy waiting bride ev^n chides thee for delaying, 
And swears thou com'st not with a bridegroom's haste. 

Ak. Oh ! could I hope there was one thought of 
Altamont. 
One kind remembrance, jh Calista*s breast, 
The winds, with all their wing^, would be (oo slow 
To bear me to her feet. For, Oh, my father! 
Amidst the stream of joy that bears me on, 
Bless'd as I am, and honoured in your friendship, 
There is one pain that hangs upon my b^i^rt, 

Sou What me^n^ ipy .9on ? 
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rAh, When, at your interce$sion, 
Last nighti Calista yielded to my happiness. 
Just ere we parted, as I seaKd my vows 
With rapture on her lips, I found her cold, 
As a dead lover^s statue on his tomb ; 
A rising storm of passion shook her breast, 
Her eyes a piteous shower of tears let fall. 
And then she sigh'd, as if her heart were breaking* 
With all the tend'rest eloquence of love, 
I begged to be a sharer in her grief: 
But she, with looks averse^ and eyes that froze me^ 
Sadly repl/d, her sorrows were her own. 
Nor in a father^s power to dispose of. 

Sci. Away ! it is the cosenage of their sex ; 
One of the common arts they practise on us : 
To sigh and weep then, when their hearts beat high 
With expectation of the coming joy. 
Thou hast in camps and lighting fields been bred. 
Unknowing in the subtleties of women : 
The virgin bride, who swoons with deadly fear, 
To see the end of all her wishes near, 
When blushing, from the light and public eyes» 
To the kind covert of the night she flies. 
With equal fires to meet the bridegroom moves. 
Melts in his arms, and with a loose she loves. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter Lothario and Rossano. 

Lnth, The father, and the husband ! 

Rm, Let them pass. 
They saw us not. 

Loth, I care not, if they did ; 
Kre long I mean to meet them face to face. 
And gall them with my triumph o'er Calista. 

Ros. You lov'd her once. 

Loth* I lik'd her, would have manry'd her. 
But that it pleas'd her father to refuse me, 
To make this honourable fool her hosband : . 
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For which, if I foK|^ him, may the shame 
I mean to brand his name with, stick on mine* 

Eat. She, gentle soul, was kinder than her father. 

LotL She was, and oft in private gave me hearing ; 
Till, by long listening to the soothing tale. 
At length her easy heart was wholly mine. 

Ro8, I've heard you oft describe her haughty, in- 
solent, 
And fierce with high disdain: it moves my wonder^ 
That virtue, thus defended, should be yielded 
A prey to loose desires* 

Loik. Hear then, HI tell thee : 
Once, in a lone and secret hour of night, 
When ev'iy eye was clos'd, and the pale moon 
And stars alone shone conscious of the theft. 
Hot with the Tuscan grape, and high in bloo^ 
Hap'ly I stole unheeded to her chamber* 

Eos. That minute suxe was lucky. 

Loth. Oh, 'twas great ! 
I found the fond, believing, love-sick maid. 
Loose, unattii^d, warm, tender, fiiU of wishes ; 
Fierceness and pride, the guardians of her honour. 
Were charm'd to rest, and love alone was waking. 
Within her rising bosom all was calm. 
As peaceful seas, that know no storms, and only 
Are gently lifted up and down by tides. 
I snatch'd the glorious golden opportunity. 
And with prevailing, youthful ardour, pressed her, 
Till with snort sighs, and murmuring reluctance, 
The yielding fair one gave me perfect happiness* 
tv'n all the live-long night we pass'd in bliss, 
In ecstacies too fierce to last for ever; 
At length the mcHu and cold indiffrence came; 
When, fully sated with the luscious banquet, 
I hastily took leave, and left the nymph 
To think on what was past, and sigh alone. 

Rot, You saw her soon again ? 

XpQtil. Too soon I saw her: 



For, Oh ! ihti meeting wte ttbt lite Ae former : 
I found my heart no nibre hbki high with tr&ns(>ort^ 
No mote 1 sighM, and langtiisiiM fot libjoyment; 
Twas past, and rea^n took her tnfn to reign. 
Where every Weakness foil before hef throne. 

Ras. What of the lady^ 

Laih. With uneasy fondiioi^ 
She hung upon me, wept, and sigh'd, and s^ote 
She was undone \ talked of a priest^ and marriage ; 
Of flying with me frohi her ftither's po#'r ; 
Caird every saint and blessed angel, ddwn. 
To witness for her that she was my Wife. 
I started at that name. 

Ros. What answer inade yoU i 

Loth. None; but pt«tisndhig sudden pain and ill- 
ness, 
EscapM the peiisecutioh. T^o hi^hts ^iiice. 
By message urg'd, aiid frequent importUnit^, 
Again I saw her. Straight with tears and sighs. 
With swelling breasts, with svirooning. With distraction. 
With all the snbttehrtS kttd powieMul attJ 
Of wilful woman, laboring for her purpose. 
Again she told th^ sdm^ dull tikuseous bile. 
Unmoy'd, I beg^d her ^dre th' ungratfeHil sttbjiebt, 
Since t Tes6lv^d, that lotb &hd peabe of iilind 
Might flourish l6hg invi^hite bletwixt bs; 
Never to load it With the marhage chairt; 
That I would still retain ^er in my heart, 
My ever gentle Vnistress and nijrfrfekid ! 
But for those other nahi^ of Wife and husband, 
They only meant ill natdt^, carb^ and i^uan^ls. 

Ro$, How bore she this reply? 

LaL At tm heir rage ite dUmb, ahd Wiktolted 
wotds; 
But when the stbhn found Way, \W^ Wild and \oM. 
Mad as the priestess of the Del|>hic g6d. 
Enthusiastic passion swefird fket breast; 
Enlarged her voice, and rulHed all he^ Ibilte* 

4 
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Proud and disdainful of the love I proffer'd, 
She caU'd me villain ! qionster! base betrayer! 
At If^t, in very bitterness of soul. 
With deadly imprecations on herself. 
She vo^'d severely ne'er to see ipe more ; 
Then bid me fly that minute : I ot>e/d, 
And, bowing, left her, to ^row cool f^t leisure. 

Ros. She has relepied smce, else why this message, 
Tq meet the keeper of her secrets here 
This morning ? 

Loth. See the person whom you nam'd ! 

Enter LvciLLA, 

Well, my ambassfidress, wh^t must we treat of ? 
Come you to menace war, and proud defiance. 
Or does the peaceful olive grace your message f 
Is your fair mistress calmer? Does she soften? 
And must we love again ? Perhaps she means 
To treat in juncture with her new ally, 
And n^^ke hei: husband party to th^ agreement. 

Luc. Is this well done, my lord ? Have yon put off 
All sense of human nature ? Keep a little, 
A little pity, to distinguish manhood, 
Lest other men, though cruel, should disclaim you, 
And judge you to be numbered with the brutes. 

Loth. I see thou'st learn'd to raiL 

Luc, I've learnt to weep : 
That lesson my sad mistress often gives me : 
By day she seeks some melancholy shade. 
To hide her sorrows from the prying world; 
At ^ight she watches all the long, long hours, 
And Cstens to the winds and beating rain. 
With sighs asjoud, and tears that fall as fast. 
Then, ever and anon^ she wrii?^ her hands> 
And cries, false, false I^ptht^rio ! 

Loth. Oh, no more! 
I swear thou'lt spoil thy pretty f^CQ with crying, 
And ifaou hast beauty that n^^y ^ake thy fortune : 
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Some keeping cardinal shall dote upon thee. 
And barter his church treasure for thy freshness. 

Luc. What ! shall I sell ray innocence and youth. 
For wealth or titles, to perfidious man ? 
To man, who makes his mirth of our undoing! 
The base, profess'd betrayer of our sex ! 
Let me grow old in all misfortunes else. 
Rather than know the sorrows of Calista ! 

Loth, Does she send thee to chide in h^r behalf f^ 
I swear thou dost it with so good a grace, 
That I could almost love thee for thy frowning. 

Luc. Read there, my lord, there, in her own sad 
lines, [Giving a Letter. 

Which best can tell the story of her woes, 
That grief of heart which your unkindness gives her. 

[Loth A RIO reads* 

Your cruelty^-Obedience to mtf fat her— Give my hand 
to Jltamont. 
By Heav'n, 'tis well I such ever be the gifts 
With which I greet the man whom my soul hates, 

[Aside,. 

But to go on I 

Wish—Heart— Honour --too f ashless'- 

Weakness— tiHnorrow — last trouble — lost CaUsta. 

Women, I see, can change as well as men. 

She writes me here, forsaken as 1 am. 

That 1 should bind my brows with mournful willow. 

For she has giv'n her hand to Altamont : , 

Yet, tell the fair inconstant 

Luc. How, my lord ! . r, ,. . 

Loth. Nay, no more angry words : say to Calistai. 
The humblest of her slaves shall wait her pleasure ; 
If she can leave her happy husband's arms, 
To think upon so lost a thing as I am. 

Luc. Alas ! for pity, come with gentler looks : 
Wound not her heart with this unmanly triumph ; 
And. though you love her not, yet swear you do, 
So shall dissembling once be virtuous in you. 
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ZroM. Ha ^ who comes heire ? 
Luc. The bridegroom's friend, Horatio. 
He must not see us here. To-morrow early 
Be at the garden gate. 

Lotk Bear to my love 
My kindest thoughts, and swear I will not fail her. 
[Loth AiBiiq^ putting up the Letter hastily, dropt 
it as he goes out, — Exeunt Lothario and 
Ross AN o one Way, Lucilla anothet. 

Enter Horatio. 

Hor. Sjire 'tis the very error of my eyes ; 
Waking I dream, or I beheld Lothario ; 
He seem'd conferring with Cahsta's woman : 
At my approach they started, and retired. 
What business could he have here, and with her? 
I know he bears the noble Altamont 
Profess'd and deadly hate — What paper's this ? 

[Taking up the Letter. 
Ha! To Lothario! — ^'Sdeath! Calista's name ! 

[Opcmng ii. 
Confusion and misfortunes I 

[Reads.] Your cruelty has at length determined me^ 
nnd I have resolved this morning to yield a perfect obe^ 
dience to my father, and to give my hand to Altamont^ 
in spite of' my weakness for the false Lothario. I could 
ialmost xmsh I had that heart, and that honour I had to 
bestow with it, which you have robbed'me of': 

Damnation ! — to the rest — 

[Reads again.] But, Oh! I fear, could I retrieve them, 
I should again be undone by the too faithless, yet too 
lovely, Lothario, This is the last weakness of my pen, 
and to-morrow shall be the last in which I will indulge 
my eyes. LuciUa shall conduct you, if you are kind 
enough to let me see you ; it shall be the last trouble yov 
ihmmeet with from The lost C a l isr a • 

c 2 



16 TBE f AIR PENITENT. [a^^ ^• 

The lost, indeed ! for Aim art gone A iar 
As there can be perdition. Fire and stilphor ! 
Hell is the sole avenger of such crimes. 
Oh, that the ruin were but all thy ownl 
Thou wilt even make thy father curse his age; 
At sight of this black scroll, the gentle Altamont 
(Forj Oh! I know his heart is set upon thee) 
Shall droop, and hang his discontented head, 
Like merit scom'd by insolent authority. 
And never grace the public with his virtues. — 
What if I give thfs paper to her father? 
It follows that his justice dooms her dead, 
And breaks his heart with sorrow ; hard return 
For all the good his hand has heap'd on tis! 
Hold, let me take a moment's thought-—— 

Enier Lavikia. 

Lffo. My lord! 
Trust me, it joys my heart that liiave found you. 
Inquiring wherefore you had left Uie company. 
Before my brother's nuptial rites were ended, 
They told me you had felt some sudden illness. 

Ifar. It were unjust — No, let me spare my friend, 
Lock up the fatal secret in my breast, 
Nor tell him that which will undo his quiet. 

Lav. What means my lord ? 

Hor, Ha! saidst thou, my Lavinia? 

Lao, Alas! you know not what you make nte 
suffer. 

Hor. Oh! Oh! 

Lav. Whence is that sigh ? and wherefore are your 
eyes 
Severely raised to heav'n ? The sick man thus. 
Acknowledging the summons of his fate. 
Lifts up his feeble hands and eyes for mercy, 
And with confusion thinks upon his exit. 

Hor. Oh, no ! thou hast mistook my sickness quit^ ; 
These pangs are of the soul. ^Would I had met 
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Sharpest coDvulsionSy spotted pestilence. 

Or any other deadly foe to lifey 

Rather than heave beneath this load of thought ! 

Lofo, Alas! what is it? Wherefore turn you from 
me? 
Why did you falsely call me your Lavinia^ 
And swe9,c 1 was Horatio's better half, 
Since now you mourn unkindly by yourself, 
And rob roe of my partnership of sadness ? 

Hor. Seek not to know what I would hide from all. 
But most from thee. I never knew a pleasure. 
Aught that was joyful, fortunate, or good, 
But straight I ran to bless thee with the tidings. 
And laid up all my happiness with thee : 
But wherefore, wherefore should I give thee pain ? 
Then spare me, I conjure thee; ask no further ; 
Allow my melancholy thoughts this privilege, 
And let them brood m secret o'er their sorrows. 

Lao, It is enough ; chide not, and all is well ! 
Forgive me, if I saw you sad, Horatio, 
And ask'd to weep out part .of your misfortunes : 
I would not press to know what you forbid me. 
Yet, my lov'd lord, yet you must grant me this. 
Forget your cares for this one happy day, 
Devote this day to mirth, and to your Altamont! 
For his dear sake, let peace be in your looks. 
Ev'n now the jocund bridegroom waits your wishes. 
He thinks the priest has but half bless'd his marriage^ 
Till his friend hails him with the sound of joy. 

Hor. Oh, never, nevi^r ! Thou art innocent : 
Simplicity from ill, pure native truth, 
And candour of the mind, adorn thee ever; 
But there are such, such false ones, in the world, 
Twould fill thy gentle soul with wild amazement 
To hear their story told. 

Lao. False ones, my lord ! 

Hor. Fatally fair they are, and in their smilei 

C3 
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The graces, little loves, and young desires, inhabit ; 
But all, that gaze upon them, are undone ; 
For they are false, luxurious in their appetites, 
. And all the heav'n they hope for is variety : 
One lover to another stiU succeeds, 
Another, and another after that, 
And the last fool is welcome as the former; 
Till, having lov'd his hour out, he gives place, 
And mingles with the herd, that went before him. 

Lao, Can there be such, and have they peace of 
mind? 
Have they, in all the series of their changing. 
One happy hour? If women are such things. 
How was I formed so different from from my sex? 
My little heart is satisfied with you ; 
You take up all her room, as in a cottage. 
Which harbours some benighted princely stranger, 
Where the good man, proud of his hospitality. 
Yields all his homely dwelling to his guest, 
And hardly keeps a corner for himself. 

Hor. Oh, were they all like thee, men would adore 
them. 
And all the bus'ness of their lives be loving : 
The nuptial band should be the pledge of peace. 
And all domestic cares and quarrels cease; 
The world should learn to love by virtuous rules. 
And marriage be no more the jest of fools. \Exeimt. 
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ACT THE SECOND. 



•SCBNB I. 

AHuU. 

Enter Calista one/ Lucilla. 

CaL Be dumb for ever, silent as the ^rave^ 
Nor let thy fond officious love disturb * 

My solemn sadness with the sound of joy. 
If thou wilt sooth me, tell some dismal tale 
Of pining, discontent, and black despMr; 
For, Oh ! I've gone around through all ray thoughts, 
But all are indignation, love, or shame, 
And my dear peace of mind is lost for* ever !. 

hue. That false Lothario ! Turn from the deceiver; 
Turn, and behold where gentle Altamont, 
Sighs at your feet, and wooes you to be happy. 

Cal. Away ! I think not of him. My sad soul 
Has formed a dismal melancholy scene, 
Such a retreat as I would wish to find ; 
An unfrequented vale, overgrown with trees, 
Mossy and old, within whose lonesome shade 
Ravens, and birds ill omen'd, only dwell : 
No sound to break the silence, but a brook 
That bubbling winds among the weeds : no mark 
Of any human shape that had been there. 
Unless a skeleton ot some poor wretch. 
Who had long since, like me, Jiy love undone, 
Sought that sad place out, to despair and die iq. 

Ltfc. Alas, for pity ! 

Cat, There I fain would hide me 
From the base world, from 4nalice, and froip shame; 
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For 'tis the solemn counsel of my soul. 
Never to live with public loss of honour : 
Tis fix'd to die, rather than bear the insolence 
Of each affected she, that tells my s'tory. 
And blesses her good stars that she is virtuous. 
To be a tale for fools ! scorn'd by the women. 
And pity'd by the men t Oh, insupportable ! 

Luc. Oh, hear me, hear your ever faithful creature ! 
By all the good I wish^by all the ill 
My trembling heart forebodes, let me entreat you. 
Never to see .this faithless man again ; 
Let me forbid his coming. 

Cal. On thy life, 
I charge thee no : my genius drives me on ; 
I must, I will behold him once again : 
Perhaps it is the crisis of my fate. 
And this one interview shall end my cares. 
My lab'ring heart, that swells with indignation, 
Heaves to discharge the burden ; that once done. 
The busy thing shall rest within its cell, 
And never beat again. 

Luc. Trust not to that : 
Rage is the shortest passion of our souls : 
Like narrow brooks, that rise with sudden show'rs. 
It swells in haste, and falls again as soon ; 
Still as it ebbs the softer thoughts flow in, 
And the deceiver Love supplies its place. 

Cal. I have been wronged enough to arm my tern- 
per 
Against the smooth delusion : but, alas ! 
(Cliide not my weakness, gentle maid, but pity me) 
A woman's softness hangs about me still : 
Then let me blush, and tell thee all my folly. 
1 swear I could not see the dear betrayer 
Kneel at my feet, and sigh to be forgiven. 
But my relenting heart would pardon all, 
And quite forget 'twas he that had undone me. 
Ha, Altamontl [ExitLvciLhA.] Calista, nowbewarj. 
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And guard thy soul's accesses with dissembling : 
Nor let this hostile husband's eyes explore 
The warring passions, and tumultuous thoughts, 
That rage within thee, and deform thy reason. 

Enter Altamont. 

AU. Begone^ my cares, I give you to the winds. 
Far to be borne, far from the happy Altamont ; 
Calista is the mistress of the year ; 
She crowns the season with au^cious beauty. 
And bids ev'n all my hours be good and joyM. 

Col. U I were ever mistress of such happiness. 
Oh, wherefore did I play th* unthrifty fool, 
And, wasting all on titiSers, leave myself 
Without one thought of joy to give me comfort ? 

AU. Ob, mighty love 1 5hall that fair face pro- 
phane 
This thy great festival with fn»wiis and sadness ! 
I swear it shall not be, for I will woo th«e 
With sigfas'Ho movincr, with so warm a transport, 
That thou shalt catch the gentle flame from me, 
And kindle into joy. 

Co/. I tell thee, Altamont, 
Such hearts as ours were nevcfr paired above : 
111 suited to each other ; join'd, not matchM $ 
Some sullen influence, tt fee to both. 
Has wrought this fatal marriage, to undo us. 
Mark but the frame and temper of our minds, 
How very muCh we differ. ^ Ev'n this day. 
That Alls thee with such ecstacy and traasport. 
To me brings nothing that should make me bless it. 
Or think it better than theday before, 
Or any other in the course of time, 
That duly took its turn, and was forgotten. 

AU. If to behold thee as my pledge of happiness, 
To know none fair, none excellent but tiiee ; 
If still to love thee with unwearied constancy. 
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Be worth the least return of grateful love. 
Oh, then let my Calista bless this day, 
And set it down for happy. 

Col. 'Tis the day 
In which my father gave my hand to Altamont ; 
As such, I will remember it for ever. 

Enter Lavinia, Horatio, and Sciolto. 

Sci. Let mirth go on, let pleasure know no pause^ 
But fill up ev'ry minute of this day. 
Tis yours, my children, sacred to«your loves : 
The glorious sun himself for you looks gay ; 
He shines for Altamont and for Calista. 
Let there be music ; let the master touch 
The sprightly string, and softly breathing tiute, 
Till harmony rouse eyVy gentle passion ; 
Teach the cold maid to lose her fears in love, 
And the fierce youth to languish at her feet. 
Begir : ev'n age itself is cheer'd with music: 
It wakes a glad remembrance of our youth, 
Calls back past joys, and warms us into transport. ' 

Take care my gates be open, bid all welcome ; 
All, who rejoice with me to^lay, are friends ; 
Let each indulge his genius, each be glad, 
Jocund and free, and swell the feast with mirth ; 
The sprightly bowl shall cheerfully go rounds 
None shall be grave, nor too severely wise ; 
Losses and disappointments, cares and poverty, 
The rich man's insolence, and great man's scorn^ 
In wine shall be forgotten all. To-morrow 
Will be too soon to think, and to be wretched. 
Oh, grant, ye pow'rs,that I may see these happy, 

[Pointing to Altamont and Calista. 
Completely blest, and I have lifeenough ; 
And leav^ the rest indifferently to fate» [Exeuni^ 
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Re-enter Horatio. 
Hor. What if, while all are here intent on revel- 
ling, 
I privately went forth, and sought Ix)thario ? 
This letter may be forg'd ; perhaps the wantonness 
Of his vain youth, to stain a lady's fame ; 
Perhaps his malice to disturb my friend. 
Oh, no ! my heart forebodes it must be true. 
Methought, ev'n now I mark'd the starts of guilt 
That shook her soul ; tho' damn'd dissimulation 
Screened her dark thoughts, and set to public view 
A specious face of innocence and beauty. 
With such smooth looks, and many a gentle word, 
The first fair she beguil'd her easy lord ; 
Too blind with love and beauty to beware, 
He fell unthinking, in the fatal snare ; 
Nor could believe that such a heav'nly face 
Had bargain'd with the devil, to damn her wretched 
race. [Extt. 



SCENE II* 



TheStreetf near Sciolto's Palace. 



Enter Lothario and Ross an o. 

Loth. To tell thee then the purport of my thoughu ; 
The loss of this fond paper would not give me 
A moment of disquiet, were it not 
My instrument of vengeance on this Altamont : 
Therefore I mean, to wait some opportunity 
Of speaking with the maid, we saw thi» morning* . 

Ros. I wish you, sir, to think upon the danger 
Of being seen ; to-day their friends arc round them. 
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And any eye, that lights by chance on yoa. 
Shall put your life and safety to the hazard. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter Hoeatio. 

Hot. Still I must doubt some mystery of mischief. 
Some artifice beneath. Lothario^s father ! 
I knew him well ; he was sagacious, cunning, 
Fluent in words, and bold in peaceful councils, 
B^t of a cold, inactive hand in war ; 
Yet with these coward's virtues, he undid 
My unsuspecting, valiant, honest friend* 
This son, if fame mistakes not, is more hot. 
More open and unartful. 

Enter Lothahio and Rossano. 

Ha ! he's here ! 

Loth. Damm^tionl He a^aia !-^This second 
time 
To-day he has cross'd me, like my evil genius. 

Hor. I sought you, sir. 

Loth. 'Tis well theni am found. 

Hor, Tis well yoj^ are. The man, who wrongs my 
friend. 
To the earth's utmost verge I would pursue. 
No place, tho* e'er so holy, should protect him ; 
No shape, thatartful fear e'er form'd, should hide him^ 
Till he fair answer made, and did me justice. 

Loth. Ha ! dost thou know me, that I am ho^ 
thario ? 
As great a name as this proud city boasts of ! 
Who is this mighty man, then, this Horatio, 
That I should basely hide me from his anger, 
Lest he should chide me for bis friend's displeasure ? 

Hw. The brave, 'tit true, do never shun the 
lifibt; 
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Just are their thoaghta^ and open are thdr tempers, 
. &tiU they are found in the fait face of day. 
And Heav'n and men are judges of their actions. 
Loth. Such let them be of mine ; there's not a pur- 

« pose 
\^hich my soul e'er framM, or my hand acted. 
But I«ould well have bid the world look on, 
And what 1 once durst do, have dar'd to justify. 

Hor. Where was this open boldness, this free spirit, 
When but this very morning I surpris'd thee. 
In base, dishonest privacy, consulting 
And bribing a poor mercenary wretch, 
To sellJier lady's secrets, stain her honour, 
And, with a for^d contrivance, blast her virtue? — 
At sight of me thou fled'st. 

Loth. Ha ! fled from thee ? 

Hor. Thou fled'st, and guilt was on thee, like a 
thief, 
A pilferer, dcscry'd in some dark comer, 
Who there had lodg'd, with mischievous intent, 
To rob and ravage at the hour of rest. 
And do a midnight murder on the sleepers. 

Loth. Slave I villain I 

[Cfferi to dra»^ RoasAiro holds hm. 

Jios. Hold, my lord ! think where you are, 
Think how unsafe and hurtful to your honour 
It were to urge a quarrel in this place, 
And shock the peacttful city with a broil. 

Loth, Then since thou dost provoke my vengeance, 
know 
I would not, for this city's w<?aUh, for ali 
Which the sea wafts to our Liguriaji shore, 
But that the joys I rea^^d with thai fond wanloii. 
The wife of Almmont, shouU be as public 
As is the n<M)n-day sun, air, earth, or wat^. 
Or any common benefit of nature. 
Think^stthou I meant the shame should be concenl'd? 
Oh, m \ by Wl aad vengeaacR^aU 1 wuHed 
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Was some fit messenger to b^r the news 

To the dull, doting husband : now I have found him. 

And thou art he. 

Hor. I hold thee base enough 
To break through law, and spurn at sacred order. 
And do a brutal injury like this. 
Yet mark me well, young lord ; I think Calista 
Too nice, too noble, and too great of soul, 

50 be the prey of such a thing as thou art. 
'was base and poor, unworthy of a man. 
To forge a scroll so villanous and loose, . 
And mark it with a noble lady's name : 
These are the mean, dishonest arts of cowards, 
Who, bred at home in idleness and riot. 
Ransack for mistresses th' unwholesome stews, 
And never know the worth of virtuous love. 

Loik. Think'st thou I for^d the letter? Think so 
still, \ 

Till the broad shame come staring in thy face, 
And boys shall hoot the cuckold as he passes. 

Hor, Away ! no woman could descend so low : 
A skipping, wicing, worthless tribe you are ; 
Fit only for yourselves: you herd together; 
And when the circling glass warms your vain hearts. 
You talk of beauties that you never saw, 
And fancy raptures that you never knew. 
Legends of saints who never yet had- being, 
Or being, ne'er were saints, are not so false 
As the fond tales which you recount of love. 

Loth, But that I do not hold it worth my leisure ; 
I could produce such damning proof 

Hor. Tis false ! 
You blast the fair with lies, because they scorn you. 
Hate you like age, like ugliness and impotence : 
Rather than make you blest, they would die virgins, 
And stop the propagation of mankind. 

Loth, It is the curse of fools, to be secure. 
And that be thint aad Altwaopt's. Dceam on ; 
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Nor tbink upon my vengeance, till thou feel'st it; 

Hor. Hold, sir; another word, and then farewell: 
Though I think greatly of CaHsta's virtue. 
And hold it far beyond thy pow'r to hurt ; 
Yet^ as she shares the honour of my Altamont, 
That treasure of a soldier, bought with blood, 
And kept at life's expense, I must not have 
(Mark me, young sir) her very name prophan'd. 
Learn to restrain the license of your speech ; 
^Tis held you are too lavish. When you are met 
Among your set of fools, talk of your dress. 
Of dice, of whores, of horses, and yourselves ; 
^is safer, and becomes your understanding. 

Loth. What if we pass beyond this solemn order. 
And, in defiance of the stem Horatio, 
Indulge our gayer thoughts, let laughter loose. 
And use his sacred friendship for our mirth ? 

Hot. Tis well, sir, you are pleasant—-^ 

Lotk^ By the joys 
Which my soul yet has uncontrolled pursued, 
I would not turn aside from my least pleasure, 
Tho' all thy force were arm'd to bar my way ; 
But like the birds, great Nature's happy commoners. 
That haunt in woods, in meads, and fiow'ry gardens, 
Rifle the sweets and taste the choicest fruits, 
Yet scorn to ask the lordly owner's leave. 
' Hot. What liberty has vain presumptuous youth, 
That thou shouldst dare provoke me unchastis'd ? 
But henceforth boy, I warn thee, shun my walks. 
If in the bounds of yon forbidden place 
Again thou'rt found, expect a punishment, 
Such as great souls, impatient of an injury. 
Exact from those who wrong them much, ev'n deaths 
Or something worse: an injured husband's vengeance. 
Shall print a thousand wounds, tear thy fair form, 
Andsctttter thee to all the winds of heav'n. 

Loth, Is then mj way in Genoa prescrib'd 
By a dependent on the wretched Altamunti 

D 2 



A talkittg nty dial braivls ibr Iimi in taverns. 
And vooches for bis valoui^s cefNitaiion^ 

/for. Away! tby speech is fouler than thy maif* 
ners. 

Loik Or, if there be a name more vikt his parasite; 
A beggar s parasile! 

Hor. Now learn hnaanity, 

IQfen io strike JAn^ Rossa^wo i$iierpo$e$m 
Since brutes and boys jure only taugbt with blows. 

Lotk. DamnatifHil ITktydnm. 

Ros. Hold, this goes w> further here. 

Loth* Oh, fiossano 1 
Or give me way, wc thou'rt no mofe my fnend. 

&8. Sciolto's servants, sir, have ca'en th* alarms 
You'll be oppressed by numbers. Beadvi/d, 
Or I must force you hence. 

Loth. This will not brook delay; 
West of tbe town a mile, among the rocks, 
Two hours ere noon, to-morrow, I expect diee^ 
Thy single hand to mine. 

Hor. I'll meet thee there. 

LotL To-morrow, Oh, my better stars ! to^taooNNr 
£xert your influence; shine tftr^ngly for me; 
*ris not a common conquest I ^ould gain. 
Since love, as wdl asarms^ HMist grace my triumphL 

[EsKunt LfOtHARio and Rossavo. 

Mor. Two hours ere neon to-monow! ha! en 
that 
HeseesCaUslal Oh unthinking fool--*— ^ 
What if I ur^d her with the ctime and danger? 
If any spark from Heav'n remain unquenchM 
Within her breast, my breath perhaps may wake it. 
Could I but prosper there, 1 would not doubt 
My combat with that loud vain-glorious boaster. 
Were you, ye fair, but cautious whom ye trust» 
Did you but think how eeldomfools are just, 
So many of your sex would not in vain 
^^ broken vows, and foilfaless wen, complaias 
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Of all the varions wretches love has made. 
How few have been by men of sense betrayM ! 
Convinc'd by reason, they your powV confess, 
Pleas'd to be happy, as you're pleas'd to bless, 
And, conscious of your worth, can never love you 
leas. [JExU. 



ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 

Jn jiparfment in Sciolto's Palace. 

Enter Scioxto and Calista. 

/' 
Scu Now, by my life, my honour, 'tis too much ! 

Have I not mark'd thee, wayward as thou art, 

Perverse and sullen all this day of joy f 

When ev'ry heart was cheered, and mirth went round. 

Sorrow^ displeasure^ and repining anguish. 

Sat on thy brow ; 

Cal. Is then the task of duty half performed ? 
Has not your daughter giv'n herself to Altaraontj 
Yielded the native freedom of her will 
To an imperious husband's lordly rule. 
To gratify a father's stern command ? 

Sei, Dost thou complain ? 

Cal. For pity do not frown then, ' 
If, in despite of all my vow'd obedience, 
A sigh breaks out, or a tear falls by chance : 
For, oh ! that sorrow which has drawn your ang^r,- 
Is the sad native of Calista's breast: 
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iSct. Now by the sacred dttst ef that. dear mnl 
That was thy mother ; by her wondrous goodaeasy 
Her toft, her tender, most complying ^sweetness, 
I swear, some suUen diottght that shuas the light, 
Lurks uademeath that sadness in thy visage. 
But mark me well, tho', by yon Heav'n, I love thee 
As much, I think, as a fond parent can ; 
Yet shouldst thou, (which the pow'rs above forbid) 
£'er stain the honour of thy name with infamy, 
m cast thee off, as one whose impious hands 
Had rent asunder nature's nearest ties, 
Which, once divided, never .join again. 
To-day I've made a noble youth thy husband! 
Consider well his worth ; reward his love; 
Be willing to be happy, and thou art so. 

[Exii SciOLTo. 
Col, How hard is the condition of our sex, 
Thro' ev'ry state of life Ifae liaves-ofunAn I 
In all the dear delightful days of youth, 
A rigid father dtotates.40)Ouri wills, 
And deals out pleasure with a scanty hand. 
To his, the tyrant husband's Teign succeeds ; 
Proud with opinion of superior reason. 
He holds domestic bus'ness and devotion 
All we are capable to know, and shuts us, 
like cloifiter'd tdeots, from the wdr^d's acquaintance 
And all the joys of freedom. Vifhereforeai>e.w6 
Born with brgH souls; but to assert ourselves, 
Shake off this vile obedience they^exact. 
And claim an equal empire o'er the world^? 

Enter Horatio. 

Ear. She's here ! yet, oh ! tny tongue fe at^aloss ^ 
Teach me, some pow'r, that happy art of speeqh. 
To dress my purpose up in gracious words ; 
Such as may softly steal upon faersoul, 
And never waken the tempestuous pa^ions. 



By H^v^n ihe weeps !-^r-*-iFai^ive me^ &ir CaUfttR, 
If I presiunie, on phvilqge of fneodsbiji. 
To join my grief to yours, andniQum die evil* 
That hurt yourt peace, and (juencfallMise eyes in /tears; 

€al. To steal, unlook'd for, on my ^vate surrowy 
Speaks not the man of hoiiQur, nor the friend. 
But mther meain the ^py. 

Hot. Unkindly. $aid! 
For, oh ! as sure^s you accuse me fied^ly, 
I come i0 porove myself Cal«sta's fric^. 

Col. You are my* bu^aod's. friend, thbAieoduf At- 
tamont I 

M^' Are you not onef Are you not joiaU by 
Heaven, 
Each interwoven with this, other's lute? 
Then who can give his frieindship but. to ope l 
Who can be Altamont's and i^t Calista's ? 

CaL Force, and the wills of our im|^r^us.i;iikrsy 
May bind two bodies in ^ne w^ieti^bfid chniii,; 
But minds will still look back to tbeir i^wui cjioke* 
* Mer, When soul^, that shoiild;^ree to willtlAe wMi^ 
To have one comi»on objeQt for iMr wishes, 
Look different ways, regardless. ^,each other, 
Think what a train of wret^bedin^s ^ns^ea; 
Love shall he banish'd from the genial .bed. 
The night shall all be lonely and unquiet, 
Aiid ev ry 6s^ phall be a day of cares. 

Cd. Then all the bpasted office lof thy ^wondiihip, 
Was but to tell Galista wbat^a wxejtch she^ ia» 
Alas! what needed that. 

Hor. Oh! rather 6ay, 
I came to tell her how «he might be .happy:; 
To sooth the secret anguish of her somI ; 
To coid^rt that feirmoarnei:, that, forlosufone, 
And.teaeh her iftteps.to.knuw theipatbs of p^ee« 

CaL Say thou, to whopn this paradise is. kno^wn. 
Where Ues the .bliseful jregi on ? .Mai^i my:>way to it. 
For oh ! 'lis^aurei I long^to: ba^t^mU 



Har-r^fhw — to btfrgoodis to be happy — AngeU 
Are happier than mankind, because the/re better. 
Guilt is the source of sorrow ! 'tis the fiend, 
Th' avenging fiend, that follows us behind, 
With whips and stings. The blest know none of this^ 
But rest in everlasting peace of mind. 
And find the height of all their heav'n is goodness. 
Col. And what bold parasite's officious tongue 
Shall dare to tax Calista's name with guilt? 

Hor, None should ; but 'tis a busy, talking world, 
That with licentious breath blows like the wind. 
As freely on the palace as the cottage. 

Co/. What mystic riddle lurks beneath thy words. 
Which thou wouldst seem unwilling to express, 
As if it meant dishonour to my virtue I 
Away with this ambiguous shuffling phrase, 
And let thy oracle be understood. 
Hor. Lothario! 

Qd, Ha! what wouldst thou mean by him ? 
Hor, Lothario and Calista ! thus they join 
Two names, which Heav'n decreed should never meet* 
Hence have Uie talkers of this populous city 
A shameful tale to tell, for public sport. 
Of an unhappy beauty, a false fair one, 
Who plighted to a noble youth her faith, 
When she had giv'n her honour to a wretch. 

Cal. Death and confusion ! Have 1 liv'd to tfais^ 
Thus to be treated with unmanly insolence; 
To be the sport of a loose ruffian's tongue ! 
Thus to be us'd ! thus ! like the vilest creature^ 
That ever was a slave to vice and infamy ! 

Hor. By honour and fair truth, you wrong me 
much ; 
For, on my soul, nothing but strong necessity 
Could urge my tongue to this ungrateful office. 
I came with string reluctance, as if death 
Had stodd across my Way, to save your honour, - 
Vours and Sciollo\ yours and Attamon t s ; 
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like OQe who yeotures throug)i 8l jwrning pik ; 
To save his tender wife, wi^b fM l^uer bjrood 
Of little fondlings, from the dre^ffi) ruin. 
. CaL Is this the lupous friend of AljtainoQ^t 
For noble worth and deeds of ari^s renow^'di 
)ft tikis ibe tale^beariogy officious fellow. 
That watches for intelligence fromt ^es; . 
This wretched ArguA of a jealous hiis)l)aad, 
That $lls his easy ears with monstrous tales, 
And makes him tOM, :aiid r^ye, and wreak a^ kn^t)i 
Bloody revenge on his def^celess wife,^ 
IVho guiltless die$, faecaune her fool raQ mad ? 

Hor. Alfis I ihiis rage j« viun; for if your fame 
Or petice be worUi your cai^ ypv i^^st be o^Ura, 
And listen to the means lyce left to save them* 
Tis now the lucky miAi^t^ .of yo|ir fate. 
- By me your genius speaks, by me it warns you, 
Never to see that cunvt Lothario more ; 
Uilk9s you mean jto be .4es|^'fd, be sbuQu'd 
By all our virtuous maids and noble matrons; 
Unless you .W« devoted tl^ .rare beauty 
To in£Euny, diAeases,tprQstitution 



Col. Disbononr blMt ,thof , i>a6e, unmanner^d slaved 
That dar^st forget ay ^birlb, i^d sacred sex^ 
And shock me with the rude, unhallow'd iH>und ! 

Hor. Here kneel, and in die awful face of Heav'n . 
Breathe out a solemn vow, never ,to s^. 
Nor think, if possible, on him, that ru^a'd tl^ee; 
Or, by my Altamont^s dear \i6^,| awear. 
This paper ; nay, you must not fly— This pftper» 

[Holding her. 
This guilty paper shall divulge your shame-^ — 

Col. What meanst thou by \\^^x paper ? Whftt con- 
triiWDoe 
Hast thou been for|^g to deceive my ^tber ; 
STo lum hit beart agaiQ3t bis vrretched dMightei', 
That Altamont and thou may share his weMlh ? 
A wrong like thii' wiU make me ev'ji ;f orgiol > 
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The weakness of my sex. — —Oh, for a sword. 
To urge my vengeance on the villain's hand. 
That forg'd the scroll ! 

Hor. Behold ! Can this Jie forg'd } 

See where Calista's name 

[Shcfwing the Letter near* 

Co/. To atoms that, 
Thus let me tear the vile, detested falsehood, 

{Tearing a. 
The wicked, lying evidence of shame. 

Hor. Confusion ! 

Cal. Henceforth, thou offidous fool, 
Meddle no more, nor dare ev'n on thy life, 
To breathe an accent, that may touch my virtues 
I am myself the guardian of my honour, 
And will not bear so insolent a monitor. 

Enter Altamomt. 

Alt. Where is my life, my love, my charming; 
bride, 
Joy of my heart, and pleasure of my eyes. 
Disorder^ ! and in tears i — Horatio too ! 
My friend is in amaze— What can it mean } 
Tell me, Calista, who lias done the wrong. 
That my swift sword niay find out the o^nder. 
And do thee ample justice. 

Cal. Turn to him. 

AU. Horatio ! 

Cal. To that insolent. 

AU>. My friend! 
Could he do this ; 
Have I not found him just ; 
Honest as truth itself ? And could he break* 
The sanctity of friendship ? Could he wound 
The heart of Altamont in his Calista ? 

CW. I thought what justice 1 should find from 
thee : 
Go £»wn upon him, listen to his tale. 
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Applaui bis malice^ that would blast my (ame^ 
And treat me like a common prostitute. 
Thoo art, perhaps, confederate in his mischief, 
And wilt believe the legend, if hetelb it. 
M. Oh, impious ! what presumptous wretch shall 
dare 
To offer at an injury like that ? 
Priesthood, nor age, nor cowardice itself. 
Shall save him from the fury of my vengeance. 

Cal, The man, who dar'd to do it, was Horatio ! 
Thy darling friend : Twas Altamont's Horatio ! 
But mark me well ; while thy divided heart. 
Dotes on a villain, that has wrong'd me thus. 
No force shall drag me to thy hated bed. 
Korean my cruel father's power do more 
Than shut me in a cloister ; there, well pleas'd. 
Religious hardships will I learn to bear. 
To fast and freese at midnight hours of pray 'r : 
Nor think it hard, within a lonely cell, 
With melancholy, speechless saints to dwell ; 
But bless the day I to that refuge ran, 
Frte from the marriage chain, and from that tyrant 
man. [Exit Calista* 

Ali» She's gone ; and as she went, ten thousand 
fires 
Shot from her angry eyes ; as if she meant 
Too well to keep the cruel vow she made. 
Now, as thou art a man, Horatio, tell me. 
What means this wild confusion in thy looks ; 
As if thou wert at variance with thyself, 
Madness and reason combating within thee, 
And thou wert doubtful which should get the bette^f 

Hor. I would be dumb for ever ; but thy fate 
Has otherwise decreed it. Thou hast seen 
That idol of thy soul, that fisir Calista, 
Thou hast behdd her tears. 

Alt. I have seen her weep ; 
I have seen that lovely one, that dear Calista, 



Complaimng in the bitt^rnetf ^§btww^ 
']|^hat thou, my ftiend, HoiMio^thott hastwrdng'd 
•her. 

Hor. That I have wronged her ! had her eyes beoii 
fed 
From that rich stream, which warms her heart, and 

numbered 
For ev'ry falling tear a dn)p of blood, 
It had not been too much ; for she hasroin'd thee, 
£v-n thee, toy Akaiiiont. She has undone thee* 

Ait: Dost thou joih ruin with Galista^s nume? 
What is 80 fait, so exquisitely gOod? 
Is she not more than pidntingcati expresi. 
Or youthful -poets fancy, when they love f 
Does she not conle like wisdom, or good fortune^ 
Replete with blessings, giving wealth and honour ? 

Hot. It had been better thott hadst Hv'd a b<;ggar| 
And fed on scraps, at great ttieti'i^ surly doors. 
Than to have ittateh'd With one so ^Ise^ so fatal* — 

Alt. It is too much for frieildship to allow thee* 
Because I tamely borfe the Wrbng thou didst her, 
Thou dost avow the barb'rotis, brutal part. 
And urge the injury ev'n to my face. 
' fior. t see she has got posaetoion of thy heart; 
She has charm'd thee, like a syren, to her bed. 
With looks of loVe, and With enchanting sounds; 
t'oo late the t^k^ atid quicksands will appear. 
When thou artwk'eck'd upon the faithless shore. 
Then vainly wish thou hadst not left thy friend 
To follow her delusion. 

Alt. If thv friendship 
tyo ehuriishly deny my lov^ a room, 
It is not worth my keeping; I disclaim it. 

Hor. Cacnst thou so soon forget what I've been to 
thee! 
I shar*d the task of nature with thy Ikther, 
And form'd with care thy unexperienced youth 
To virtue and to arms. 
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Thy noble father. Oh thou light young man ! 
Would he have us'd me thus ? One fortune fed us : 
For his was ever mine, mine his, and br)th 
Together flourish'd, and together fell. 
He caU'd me friend, like thee: would he have left 

me 
Thus, for a woman, and a vile one too ? 

AU. Thou canst not, dar'st not, mean it ! Speak 
again, 
-Say, who is vile ; but dare not name Calista. 

Hot. I had not spoke at first, unless compelled. 
And forc'd to clear myself; but since thus urg'd, 
I must avow, I do not know a viler. 

Alt. Thou wert my father's friend ; he lov'd thee 
well: 
A kind of venerable mark of him 
Hangs round thee, and protects thee from my ven« 

geance. 
I cannot, dare not, lift mysword against thee. 
But henceforth never let me see thee more. 

\Gimg out. 

Hor. I love thee still, ungrateful as thou art, 
And must, and will preserve thee from dishonour, 
£v'n in despite of thee. [Holds kirn. 

Alt. Let go my arm. 

Hor. If honour be thy care ; if thou wouldst live 
Without the name of credulous, wittol, husband, 
Avoid thy bride, shun her detested bed, 
The joys it yields are dash'd with poison 

Alt. Oflf! 
•To urge me but a minute more is fatal. 

Hor, She is polluted, stain'd 

AH. Madness and raging ! 
But hence — 



Hor, Dishonour'd by the man you hate 

Alt. I pr'ythoc loose me yet, for thy own sake, 
If life be worth the keeping 
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Hor. By Lothario. 

AU. Perdition take thee, villain, for the falsehood ! 

[Strikes him. 
Now, nothing but thy life can make atonement. 
Hor. A blow ! thou hast us'd me well-— 

[Draws* 

AU. This to thy heart 

. Hor. Yet hold — By Heav'n his father's in his 

face! 
Spite of my wrongs, my heart runs o'er with tender- 
ness. 
And I could ratEer die myself than hurt him. 

Alt, Defend thyself ; for by my muchwrong'd lovo, 
I swear, the poor evasion shall not save thee. 

Hor. Yet hold. [Tkeyfgkt. 

Enttr Lav INI A, and runs between their Swords. 

Lav. My brother I my Horatio ! Is it possible ! 
Oh, turn' your cruel swords upon Lavinia. 
If you must quench your impious rage in blood. 
Behold, my heart shall give you all her store, 
To save those dearer streams that flow from yours. 

Alt. Tis well thou hast found a safe guard ; none 
but this, 
No pow'r on earth could save thee from my fury. 

Hor. Safety from thee ! 
Away, vain boy ! hast thou forgot the rev'rence 
Due to my arm, thy first, thy great example, 
Which pointed out thy way to noble daring. 
And show'd thee what it was to be a man ? 

Lav. What busy, meddling fiend, what foe to good- 
ness, 
Could kindle such a discord ? 

Hor. Ask'st thou what made us foes ; 'Twas base 
ingratitude, 
tie, who was all tome,/Child, brother, friend. 
With barb'rous, bloody malice, sought my life. 

9 
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AU* Thou art my sister, and I would not make 
thee 
The lonely mounier of a widow'd bed ; 
Therefore, thy husband's life is safe; but warn him 
No more to know this hospitable roof. 
He has but ill repaid Scioito's bounty. 
We must not meet ; 'tis dangerous. Farewell. 

\He is going out^ La vim i a holdi ktm 

Lav. Stay, Altamont, my brother, stay ; 

Alt, Each minute that t stay, 
Is a new injury to fair Calista. 
From thy false friendship, to her arms Fll fly ; 
Then own, the joys, which on her charms attend, 
Have more than paid me for my faithless friend. 

[ A LT A M OK T breaks from L a v i n i a , and exit^ 

Hor, Oh, raise thee, my lii,vinia,from the earths 
Ft is too much ; this tide of flowing grief, 
Hiis wondrous waste of tears, too much to give 
To an ungrateful friend, and cruel brother. 

Lav» Is there not cause for weeping ? Oh, Ho- 
ratio ! 
A brother and a husband were my treasure; 
^Twas all the little wealth that poor Lavinia 
Sav'd from the shipwreck of her father's fortunes. 
One half is lost already. If thou leav'st me ; 
If thou shouldst prove unkind to me, as Altamont, 
Whom shall I find to pity my distress. 
To have compassion on a helpless wanderer. 
And give her where to lay her wretched head ? 

Hor, Why dost thou wound me with thy soft com- 
plainings? 
Tho' Altamont be false, and use me hardly. 
Yet think not I impute his crimes to thee. 
Talk not of being forsaken ; for Fll keep tliee 
Next to my heart, my certain pledge of happiness. 

Lav. Then you will love me still, cherish me ever, 
And hide me froni misfortune in your bosom ? 
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Hor. But for the love I owe the good Sciolto, 
From Genoa^ from falsehood and inconstancy, 
To some more honest, distant clime I'd go. 
Nor would I be beholden to my country. 
For aught but thee, the partner of my flight. 

Lav, And I would follow thee ; forsake, for thee, 
My country, brother, friends, ev'n all 1 have. 
Tho' mine's a little all ; yet were it more, 
And better far, it should be left for thee, 
And all, that I would keep, should be Horatio. 
So, when a merchant sees his vessel lost, 
Tho' richly freighted from a foreign coast. 
Gladly forlife, the treasure he would give ; 
And only wishes to escape, and live ; 
Gold and his gains no more employ his mind ; 
But, driving o'er the billows with the wind. 
Cleaves to one faithful plank, and leaves the rest be- 
hind. \ExeunU 



ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

The Garden. 

Lothario a$id Calista discovered. 

Loth. Weep not, my fair; but let the god of 
love 
Laugh in thy eyes, and i*evel in thy heart. 
Kindle again his torch, and hold it high, 
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To light US to new joys. Nor let a thought 
Of discord, or disquiet past, molest thee ; 
But to a long oblivion give thy cares, 
And let us melt the present hour in bliss. 

CaL Seek not to sooth me with thy false endear- 
ments, 
To charm me with thy softness : 'tis in vain : ' 
Thou canst no more betray, nor I beruin'd. 
The hours of folly, and of fond delight, 
Are wasted all, and fled ; those, that remain, 
Arc doom'd to weeping, anguish, and repentance. 
I come to charge thee with a long account, 
Of all the sorrows I have known already. 
And all I have to come ; thou hast undone me ! 
Loth, Unjust Calista ! Dost thou call it ruin, 
To love as we have done ; to melt, to languish, 
To wish for somewhat exquisitely happy, 
And then be blest ev'n to that wish's height ? 
To die with joy, and straight to live again : 
Speechless to gaze, and with tumultuous transport — 

Cal^ Oh, let me hear no more ; I cannot bear it ; 
Tis deadly to remembrance. Let that night. 
That guilty night, be blotted from the year : 
Let not the voice of mirth or music know it ; 
Let it be dark and desolate ; no stars 
To glitter o'er it ; let it wish for light. 
Yet want it still, and vainly wait the dawn ; 
For 'twas the night that gave me up to shame, 
To sorrow, to the false Lothario. 
Loth. Hear this, ye pow'rs ! mark, how the fair de- 
ceiver 
Sadly complains of violated truth ! 
She calls me false, ev'n she, the faithless she. 
Whom day and night, whom Heav'n and earth have 

heard 
Sighing to vow, and tenderly protest. 

Ten thousand times, she would be only mine; I 

£ 3 J 



42 THE FAIft PENITENT. [aCT IV% 

And yet behold, she has given herself away ; 
Fled from my arms, and wedded to another ; 
£v'n to the man whom most I hate on earth. — 

Col. Art thou so base, to upbraid me with a crime 
Which nothing but thy cruelty could cause 1 
If indignation raging in my soul, 
For thy unmanly insolence and scorn, 
Urg'd me to do a deed of desperation, 
And wound myself to be reveng'd on thee, 
Think whom I should devote to death and hell, 
Whom curse as my undoer, but Lothario ; 
Hadst thou been just, not all Sciolto's pow'r, 
Not all the vows and pray'rs of sighing Altamont, 
Could have prcvail'd, or won me to forsake thee. 

Loth, How have I failM in justice, or in love ? 
Burns not my flame as brightly as at first ; 
Ev'n now my heart beats high, 
As if thou ne'er hadst blest me with thy beauty. 

Col. How ! didst thou dare to think that i would 
live 
A slave to base desires, and brutal pleasures ? 
My soul disdains thee for so mean a thought. 

Loth. The driving storm of passion will have way, 
And 1 must yield before it. Wert thou calm. 
Love, the poor criminal, whom thou hast doom'd. 
Has yet a thousand tender things to plead. 
To charm thy rage, and mitigate his fate. 

Enter Altamont behind them. 

Alt. Ha ! do I live, and wake ? 

Cal. Hadst thou been true, how happy had I 
• been ! 
Not Altamont, but thou, hadst been my lord. 
But wherefore nam'd 1 happiness with thee ? 
It is for thee, for thee that 1 am curs'd ; 
For thee my secret soul each hour arraigns me. 
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Calls rae to answer for my virtue stain'd, 
My honour lost to thee : for thee it haunts me ; 
M'iih stern Sciolto vowing vengeance mi me : 
With Altamont complaining for his wrongs 

^4 It, Behold him here [Commg forward. 

CaL Ah I [Starting, 

Alt, The wretch ! whom thou hast made. 
Curses and sorrows hast thou heap'd upon him. 
And vengeance is the only good that's left! 

[prmoing. 

Loth, Thou hast ta'en me somewhat unawares, 'cis' 
true : 
But love and war take turns, like day and night, 
And little preparation serves my turn ; 
Equal to both, and arm'd for either field. 
AVeVe long been foes, this moment ends our quarrel ! 
Earth, Hea/n, and fair Calista judge the combat! 
\They fight \ Lothario is wounded once or twice^ 
and then falls. 

Loth. Oh, Altamont ! thy genius is the stronger ! 
Thou hast prevailed ! — My fierce ambitious soul 
Declining droops, and all her fires grow pale ; 
Yet let not this advantage swell thy pride, 
I conquer'd in my turn, in love I triumphed. 
Those joys are lodg'd beyond the reach of fate; 
That sweetrevenge comes smiling to my thoughts. 
Adorns my fall, and cheers my heart in dyin^. [Dies, 

CaL And what remains for me, beset with shame, 
Encompassed round with wretchedness ? There is 
But this one way to break the toil, and 'scape. 

[She catches up Lothario's Sword ; Altamont 
rvns to hery and Seizes her Hand, 

Alt, What means thy frantic rage ? 

CaL Off ! let me go. 

Alt. Oh, thou hast more than murder'd mc ! yet 
still. 
Still art thou here ! and my soul starts with horror, 
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At thought of any danger that may reach thee* 

C(d. Tbink'st thou I mean to live ? to be forgiv'n i 
Oh, thou hast known but little of Calista ! 
If tbou hadst never heard my shame, if only 
The midnight moon and silent stars had seen it, 
I would not bear to be reproached by them, 
But dig down deep, to find a grave beneath, 
And hide me from their beams. 
Set. [ffithin.] What, ho ! my son ! 
Col. Is it the voice of thunder, or my father ! 
Madness ! Confusion ! let the storm come on. 
Let the tumultuous roar drive all upon me ; i 
Dash my devoted bark, ye surges, break it ! 
Tis for my ruin that the tempest rises. 
When I am lost, sunk to the bottom low. 
Peace shall return, and all be calm again. 

Enter Sciolto. 

Sci Ev'n now Rossano leap'd the garden wall— 
Ha! death has been among you — Oh, my fears! 
Last night thou hadst a diff'rence with my friend. 
The cause thou gav'st me was a damned one. 
Didst thou not wrong the man, who told thee truth ? 
Answer me quick 

Alt. Oh 1 press me not to speak ; 
Ev'n now my heart is breaking, and the mention 
Will lay me dead before you. See that body,* 
And guess my shame, ray ruin ! Oh, Calista ! 

Sci. It is enough ! but I am slow to execute, 
And justice lingers in my lazy hand ; 
Thus let me wipe dishonour from my natne. 
And cut thee from the earth, thou stain to good^ 
ness — 
\Pffen to Ai// Calista, Alt A MONT hoUU him» 

Alt. Stay thee, Sciolto, thou rash father, stay. 
Or turn the point on me, and through my breast 
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Cut out the bloody passage to Calista : 
So shall my love be perfect, \»'hile for her 
I die, for whom alone I wish'd to live. 

Ca/. No, Altamont; my heart, that scorned thy love, 
Shall never be indebted to thy pity. 
Thus torn, defac'd, and wretched as I seem, 
Still I have somethingofSciolto's virtue. 
Yes, yes, my father, I applaud thy justice; 
Strike home, and I will bless thee for the blow : 
Be merciful, and free me from my pain ; 
Tis sharp, 'tis terrible, and I could curse 
The cheerful day, men, earth, and heav'n, and thee, 
Ev'n thee, thou venerable, good old man, 
For being author of a wretch like me. 

Sci. Thy pious care has giv'n me time to think, 
And sav'd me from a crime ; then rest, my sword ; 
To honour have I kept thee ever sacred, 
. Nor will I stain thee with a rash revenge. 
But mark me well : 

Hope not to bear away thy crimes unpunished : 
I will see justice executed on thee, 
Ev'n to a Roman strictness ; and thou, nature. 
Or whatsoe'er thou art that plead'st within me, 
Be still ; thy tender struggUngs are in vain. 

CaL Then am 1 doomM to live ? 
To groan beneath your scorn and fierce upbraiding. 
Daily to be reproached, and have my misery 
At mom, at noon, aX night, told over to me ? 
Is this, is this the mercy of a father? 
I only beg to die, and he denies me. 

Sd. Hence, from my sight ; ihy father cannot bear 
thee ; 
Fly with thy infamy to some dark cell. 
Where, on the confines of eternal night. 
Mourning, misfortune, cares, and anguish dwell ; 
Where ugly sihame hides her opprobrious head, 
And death and hell detested rule piaintain ; 



46 THE FAIR PENITENT. [aCT 1V« 

There howl out the remainder of thy life, 

And wish thy name may be no more remember'd. 

CaL Yes, I will fly to some such dismal place. 
And be more curs'd than you can wish I were ; 
This fatal form, that drew on my undoing,* 
Tasting, and tears, and hardship shall destroy; 
Nor light, nor food, nor comfort will I know, 
Nor aught that may continue hated life. 
Then, when you see me meagre, wan, and chang'd, 
Stretch'd at my length, and dying in my cave. 
On that cold earth 1 mean shall be my grave. 
Perhaps you may relent, and sighing say. 
At length her tears have wash*d her stains away; 
At length 'tis time her punishment should cease; 
Die, thou poor suffering wretch, and be at peace. 

[Exit CalistaI 

Sci. Who of my servants wait there? 

Enter Two or Three Servants, 

Raise that body, and bear it in. On your lives, 
Take care my doors be guarded well, that none 
Pass out, or enter, but by my appointment. ' 

[Exemt Servants. 
Alt. There is a fatal fury in your visage; 
It blazes fierce, and menaces destruction. 
I tremble at the vengeance which you meditate 
On the poor, faithless, lovely, dear Calista. 

Sci. Hast thou not read what brave Virgfnius did f 
With his own hand he slew his only daughter, 
To save her from the fierce Decemvir's lust. 
He slew her, yet unspotted, to prevent 
The shame which she might know. Then what should 
I do? 

But thou hast ty'd my hand, T will not kill her; 

Yet, by the ruin she has brought upon us. 

The common infamy that brands us both, 

She shall not 'scape. > • v. 
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Alt, You mean that she shall die then ? 

5ci. Ask roe not what, nor how, I have resolv'd| 
For all within is anarchy and uproar. 
Oh, Altamont! What a vast scheme of joy 
Has this one day destroyed ! Well did I hope 
This daughter would have blessed my latter days ; 
That I should live to see you the world's wonder. 
So happy, great, and good, that none were like you, 
While I, from busy life and care set free, 
Had spent the evening of my age at home. 
Among a little prattling race of yours : 
There, like an old man, talk'd a while, and then 
Laid down and slept in peace. Instead of this. 
Sorrow and shame must bring me to my grave 

Enter a Servant. 

5erp. Arm yourself, my lord : 
Rossano, who but now escap'd the garden, 
Has gathei'd in the street a band of rioters^ 
Who threaten you and all your friends with ruin, 
Unless Lothario be returned in safety. [Exit. 

ScL By Heav'n, their fury rises to my wish, 
Nor shall misfortune know my house alone. 
But thou, Lothario, and thy race, shall pay me 
For all the sorrows which niy age is curs'd with. 
I think my name as greait, my friends as potent. 
As any in the state; all shall be summoned ; 
I know that all will join their hands to ours, 
And vindicate thy vengeance. When our force 
Is full, and arm'd, we shall expect thy sword 
To join with us, and sacrifice to justice. [Exevnt, 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 

A Room hung xoith Black; on one Sidcy Lothario's 
Body on a Bier ; on the others a Table^ with a Skull 
and other Bones, a Book and a Lamp on it, 

C A LIST A is discovered in Black; Iter Hair hanging loose^ 
and disordered. After soft Music, she rises and comes 
forward, 

CaL 'Tis well ! these solemn sounds, this pomp of 
horror, 
Are fit to feed the phrenzj in my soul. 
Here's room for meditation, ev'n to madness; 
Till the mind burst with thinking. This dull flame 
Sleeps in the socket. Sure the book was left 
To tell me something ; — for instruction then- 
He teaches holy sorrow, and contrition, 
And penitence. — Is it become an art, then ? 
A tricjc that lazy, dull, luxurious gownmen, 
Can teach us to do over? I'll no more on't; 

[Throwing away the Book 
I have more real anguish in my heart. 
Than all their pedant discipline e'er knew. 
What charnel has been lifled for these bones ? 
Fie! this is pageantry; — they look uncouthly ; 
But what of that, if he or she that own'd them 
Safe from disquiet sit, and smile to see 
The farce their miserable relicks play ? 
But here's a sight is terrible indeed ! 
Is this that haughty, gallant, gay Lothario, 
That dear perfidious — Ah ! — how pale he looks ! 
How grim with clotted blood, and those dead eyes ! 
Ascend, ye ghosts, fantastic forms of nighti 
3 
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In all your diff' rent dreadful shapes ascend^ 
And match the present horror, if you can. 

Enter Sciolto. 

Sci. This dead of night, this silent hour of dark* 
ness, ^ 

Natute for rest ordain'd, and soft repose ; 
And yet distraction, and tumultuous jars. 
Keep all our frighted citizens awake. 
Amidst the general wreck, see where she stands, 

[Pointing ^oCalista. 
Like Flelen^ in the night when Troy was sack'd, 
Sf^ectatress ,of the mischief which she made. 

CVi/v It is Sciolto ! Be thyself, my soul; 
Be strong to bear his fatal indignation, 
That he may see thou art not lost so far, i 
But somewhat still of his great spirit lives 
In the forlorn Calista. 

•Sci. Thou wert once 
My daughter. 

Col, Happy were it I had dy'd. 
And never lost that name. 

iSct. That's something yet; 
Thou wert the very darling of my age : 
I thought the day too short to gaze upon thee, 
TJiat all the blessings J could gather for thee, 
By cares on earth, and by my pray'rs to Heav'n, 
Were little for my fondness to bestow ; 
Why didst thou turn to folly, then, and curse me ? 

Cal. Because my soul was rudely drawn from yours; 
A poor imperfect copy of my father ; 
It was, because I lov'd, and was a woman. 

Sci, Hadstihou been honest, thou hadst been a^ 
cherubim ; 
But of that joy, as of a gem long lost. 
Beyond redemption gone, think we no more. 
Hast thou e'er dar'd to meditate on death ? 

Cal, 1 have, as on the end of shame and sorrow. 
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Sci. Ha! answer me! Say, hast thou coolly thoughts 
'Tis not the stoic's lessons got by rote, 
The pomp of words, and pedant dissertations, 
That can sustain thee in that hour of terror; 
Books have taught cowards to talk nobly of it, 
But, when the trial comes, they stand aghast ; 
Hast thou consider'd what may happen after it? 
How thy account may stand, and what to answer ? 

Cai. i've turn'd my eyes inward upon myself, 
Where foul ofFence and shame have laid all waste; 
Therefore my soul abhors the wretched dwelling, 
And longs to find some better place of rest. 

Sci, Tis justly thought, and worthy of that spirit 
That dwelt in ancient Latian breasts, when Rome 
Was mistress of the world. I would go on. 
And tell thee all my purpose; but it sticks 
Here at my heart, and cannot find away. 

Cal. Then spare the telling, if it be a pain. 
And write the meaning with your poignard here. 
Sci. Oh ! truly guess'd — seest thou this trembling 
hand? — • [Holding up a Dagger. 

Thrice justice urg*d — and thrice the slackening sinews 
"Forgot their office, and confessed the father. 
At length the stubborn virtue has prevail'd ; 
It must, it must be so — Oh I take it then, 

[Giving the Dagger^ 
And know the rest untaught. 

Cal. I understand you. 
It is but thus, and both are satisfy'd. 

[Ske offers to kill herself: Sciolto catches hold 
of her Arm, 
Sci A moment; give me yet a moment's space. 
The stern, the rigid judge, has been obey'd ; 
Now nature, and the father, claim their turns. 
I've held the balance with an iron liand. 
And put ofFev'ry tender human thought. 
To doom my child to death; but spare my eyes 
The most unnatural sight, lest their strings crack, 
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My old brain split, and I grow mad with horror. 

Cal, Ha ! Is it possible ? and is there yet 
Some little dear remains of love and tenderness 
For poor, undone, Calista in your heart ? 

Sci. Oh ! when I think what pleasure I took in thee^ 
What joys thou gav'st me in thy prattling infancy, 
Thy sprightly wit, and early blooming beauty ; 
How I have stood, and fed my eyes upon thee. 
Then, lifting up my hands, and wondVing, bless'd thee; 
By my strong grief, my heart ev'n melts within me ; 
I could curse nature, and that tyrant honour, 
For making me thy father and thy judge: 
Thou art my daughter still. 

Cal. For that kind word. 
Thus let me fall, thus humbly to the earth, 
Weep on your feet, and bless you for this goodness* 
Oh ! 'tis too much for this offending wretch. 
This parricide, that murders with her crimes. 
Shortens her father's age, and cuts him off, 
£rc little more than half his years are liumber'd. 

Sd. 'Would it were otherwise — but thou must die.— 

Cal. That I must die, it is my only comfort ; 
Death is the privilege of human nature. 
And life without it were not worth our taking. 
Come then. 

Thou meagre shade ; here let me breathe my last, 
Charm'd with my father's pity and forgiveness, 
More than if angels tun'd their golden viols. 
And sung a requiem to my parting soul. 

Sci. I'm summon' d hence; ere this my friends ex- 
pect me. 
There is I know not what of sad presage, 
That tells me, I shall never see thee more ; 
If it be so, this is our last farewell, 
And thase the parting pangs, which nature feels. 
When anguish rends the heartrstrings — Oh, my daugh- 
ter 1 [Exit SCIOLTO. 

Cal. Now think, thou curst Calista, now behold 
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The desolation, horror, blood, and ruin, 
Thy crimes and fatal folly spread around, 
Tiiat loudly cry for vengeance on thy head ; 
And see, another injur'd wretch is come, 
To call for justice from my tardy hand. 

Enter Altamont. 

Alt, Hail, to you, horrors! hail, thou house of 
death ; 
And thou, the lovely mistress of these shades. 
Whose beauty gilds the more than midnight darkness, 
And makes it grateful as the dawn of day. 
Oh, take me in, a fellow-mourner, with thee, 
I'll number groan for groan, and tear for tear ; 
And when the fountain of thy eyes are dry, 
Mine shall supply the stream, and weep for both. 

CaL 1 know thee well, thou art the injured Alta- 
mont ; 
Thou com'st to urge me with the wrongs I've done thee; 
But know, I stand upon the brink of life, 
And in a moment mean to set me free 
From shame and thy upbraiding. 

Alt. Falsely, falsely 
Dost thou accuse me! Oh, forbid me not 
To mourn thy loss, 

To wish some better fate had rul'd our loves, 
And that Calista had been mine, and true. 

Co/. Oh, Altamont I 'tis hard for souls like mine, 
Ifaughty and fierce, to yield they've done amiss. 
But, Oh, behold 1 my proud, disdainful heart 
Bends to thy gentler virtue. Yes, I own, 
Such is thy truth, thy tenderness, and love ; 
Such are the graces that adorn thy youth. 
That, were I not abandon'd to destruction, 
With thee I might have liv'd for ages bless'd, 
And dy'd in peace within thy faithful arms. 
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Enter Horatio. 

Hor. Now, mourn indeed, ye miserable pair ; 
For' now the measure of your woes is full. 
Tbe great, the good Sciolto dies this moment. 

CaL My father! 
. Hor» Not long ago he privately went forth, 
Attended but by few, and those unbidden. 
I heard which way he took, and straight pursu'd him ; 
But found him compass'd by Lothario's faction. 
Almost alone amidst a crowd of foes. 
Too late we brought him aid, and drove them back ; 
Ere that, his frantic valour had provok'd 
The death he seem'd to wish for from their swords. 

Col. And dost thou bear me yet, thou patient earth ? 
Dost thou not labour with thy murd'rous weight ? 
And you, ye glitt'ring, heav'nly host of stars. 
Hide your fair heads in clouds, or I shall blast you ; 
^ For I am all contagion, death, and ruin, 
' And nature sickens at me. Rest, thou world, 
This parricide shall be thy plague no more ; 
Thus, thus I set thee free. {Stabs herself, 

Hor. Oh, fatal rashness ! 

Enter Sciolto, pale and bloody ^ supported by 

Servants. 

Co/. Oh, my heart ! 
Well may'st thou fail ; for see, the spring that fed 
The vital stream is wasted, and runs low. 
My father ! will you nogy, at last, forgive me, 
If, after all my crimes, and all your sufiTriags, 
I call you once again by that dear name ? 
Will you forget my shame, and those wide wounds? 
Lift up your hand, and bless me, ere I go 
Down to my dark abode ? 

Set, Alas, my daughter ! 
Thou hast rashly ventured in a stormy sea. 
Where life, fame, virtue, all were wreck'd and lost ! 
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But sure thou hast borne thy part in all the anguish. 

And smarted with the pain. Then, rest in peace : 

Let silence and oblivion hide thy name, 

And save thee from the malice of posterity ; 

And roay'stthou find^vith Heav'n the same forgiveness^ 

As with thy father here. — Die, and be happy. 

Cal, Celestial sounds ! Peace dawns upon my soul. 
And ev'ry pain grows less — Ob, gentle Altamont ! 
Think not too hardly of me when Tm gone; 
But pity me— — Had I but early known 
Thy wondrous worth, thou excellent young man. 

We had been happier both Now, 'tis too late ; 

And yet my eyes take pleasure to behold thee ; 

Thou art their last dear object Mercy, Heav'n ! 

[ Dies, 

Sci, Oh, turn thee from that fatal object, Alta<*^ 
mont; 
Come near, and let me bless thee, ere I die. 
To thee, and brave Horatio, I bequeath 

My fortunes Lay me by thy noble father, 

And love my memory, as thou hast his ; 

For thou hast been my son — Oh, gracious Heaven ! . 

Thou that hast endless blessings still in store 

For virtue, and for filial piety, 

Let grief, disgrace, and want, be far away ; 

But multiply thy mercies on his head. 

Let honour, greatness, goodness, still be with him. 

And peace in all his ways [Dies, 

Hor. The storm of grief bears hard upon his youth. 
And bends him, like a drooping flower, to earth. 
By such examples are we taught to prove 
The sorrows that attend unlawful love. 
Death, or some worse misfortune, soon divide, 
The itajur'd bridegroom from his guilty bride : 
If you would have the nuptial uilion last, 
L^t virtue be the bond that ties it fast. [Exeunt Otitnes. 
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REMARKS, 



Except in one particular Rowe has been perfectly 
historical in this play. 

Jane Shore was, as he has represented, accused 
of witchcraft ; and proof of her guilt, in that instance, 
having failed, she was next tharged with the crime of 
adultery; an accusation it was in vain to deny; and 
by sentence of the ecclesiastical court, she was made 
to perform penance in St. Paul's church, and then to 
walk barefooted through some of the adjoining streets. 

But Jane Shore, perishing for hunger, is the fiction 
of an old ballad, and no intelligence from history ; or, 
if she did expire for want of food, it was not in con- 
sequence of any judgment passed upon her, as she 
lived to an advanced age before the event took place : 
for Sir Thomas More assures his readers, that, in the 
reign of Henry VIII. forty years after her humiliating 
punishment was inflicted, he has frequently seen her 
gathering herbs, in a field near the city, for her nightly 
repast. — She was now, he adds, ^ extremely old and 
shrivelled ; without one trace of her former beauty." 

Rowe has produced, from the incidents of her sin- 
gular life this favourite play. — ^The wife of a gold- 
smith of Lombard Street, has drawn tears from the 
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rich and the poor, for these hundred #years past ; and 
will never cease having power over the hearts of an 
audience, whilst an actress can be found to represent 
her, and her sorrows, with apparent truth. 

Of the other characters of this tragedy, little can 
foe said in praise, except of Alicia — and it is curious 
to observe, how widely two learned critics have dif* 
fcred in their opinion respecting the merit of this 
part. — Dr. Johnson says, " Alicia is a character of 
empty noise, with no resemblance to real sorrow, or 
natural madness." 

Whilst Dr. Warton has said, ^ The interview be- 
tween Jane Shore and Alicia, in the fifth act, is very 
affecting, where the madness of Alicia is well 
painted," 

To reconcile these two opposite criticisms, it ipay 
be supposed — that those great critics spoke as specta* 
tors, not as readers : and the one had seen a good, 
and the other a bad actress, perform the part. 

Alicia can surely be rendered as pathetic as Jane 
Shore, provided the character is acted with equal 
skill : for, though Jane has the advantage of her 
friend, in being the personage whom the auditors 
have come purposely to see, and of whom they have 
heard speak from their childhood, yet Alicia's cala- 
mities are far more heavy than those of the famished 
Shore. — The former is tortured by the most poignant 
remorse that human nature can sustain — her con- 
science is loaded with a fellow-creature's death — ^nor 
has .she the enjoyment of malice^ to diminish her 
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sense of guilt ; as she became a murderer through 
the wild extravagance of love, not hate. 

The parting scene between her and the condemned 
Hastings, where he forgives her as the cause of his im- 
mediate execution, has something more affecting, than 
the last scene of the drama, where Shore forgives his 
dying wife. The husband's pardon comes, after time 
has softened, and penitence mitigated, his wrongs — 
the lover forgives a more fatal injury, and its conse- 
quences that moment impending. 
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JANE SHORE. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 



The Timer. 



Enter the Duke of Gloster, Sir Richard 
Ratcliff, and Catesby. 

6/6. Thus far success attends upon our councils, 
And each event has answered to my wish ; 
The Queen and all her upstart race are quell'd ; 
Dorsot is banish'd, and her brother Rivers, 
Ere this, lies shorter by the head at Pomfret. 
The nobles have, with joint concurrence, nam'd me 
Protector of the realm. My brother's children, 
Young Edward and the little York, are lodg'd 
Here, safe within the Tower. — How say you, sirs. 
Does not this business wear a lucky face ? 
The sceptreand the golden wreath of royalty 
Seem hung within my reach. 

Rat, Then take them to you. 
And wear them long and worthily. You are 
The last remaining male of princely York, 
(For Edward's boys, the state esteems not of them,) 
And therefore on your sov*reignty and rule. 
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The commonweal does her dependence make, 
And leans upon your highness' able hand. 

Cat. And yet to-morrow does the council meet, 
To fix a day for Edward's, coronation. 
Who can expound this riddle ? 

Glo, That can I. . 

Those lords are each one my approv'd good friends 
Of special trust and nearness to my bosom ; 
And howsoever busy they may seem, 
And diligent to bustle in the state. 
Their zeal goes on no further than we lead, 
And, at our bidding, stays. 

Cat. Yet there is one. 
And he amongst the foremost in his power, 
Of whom I wish your highness were assured. 
For me, perhaps it is my nature's fault, 
I own, I doubt of his inclining much. 

Glo. I guess the man, at whom your words wou'd 
point : 
Hastings 

Cat. The same. 

Glo. He bears me great good will. 

Cat. T\s true, to you as to the Lord Protector, 
And Gloster's Duke, he bows with lowly service : 
And were he bid to cry, "God save King Richard T 
Then tell me in what terms he would reply? 
Believe me, I have prov'd the man, and found him : 
1 know he bears a most religious reverence 
To his dead master Edward's royal memory. 
And whither that may lead him is most plain. 
Yet more — One of that stubborn sort he is, 
M^ho, if they once grow fond of an opinion, 
They call it honour, honesty, and faith, 
And sooner part with life than let it go. 

Glo, And yet this tough impracticable h^art 
Is govern'd by a dainty-finger'd girl : 
Such flaws are found in the most worthy natures ; 
A laughing, toying, wheedling, whimpering she 
hall make him amble on a gossip's message, 
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And take the distaff with *a hand as patient 
As e'er did Hercules. 

Rat The £air Alicia, 
Of noble birth and exquisite of future. 
Has held him long a vassal to her beauty. 

Cat. I fear, he tiails in his allegiance there ; 
Or my intelligence is false, or else 
The dame has been too lavish of her feast, 
And fed him, till he loaths. 

Glo. No more, he comes« 

Enter Lord Hastings. 

Hast. Health, and the happiness of many days, 
Attend upon your grace. 

Glo. My good Lord Chamberlain, 
We're much beholden to your gentle friendship. 

Hast. ti/Ly lord, I come an humble suitor to you. 

Glo. In right gOod time. Speak out your pleasure 
freely. 

Hast. I am to move your highness in behalf 
Of Shore's luhappy wife. 

Glo. Say you, of Shore ? 

Hast. Once a bright star, that held her place on 
high : 
The first and fairest of our English dames. 
While royal Edward held the so/reign rule. 
Now sunk in grief, and pining with despair, 
Her wainiiig form no longer shall incite 
Envy in woman, or desire in man. 
She never sees the sun, but thro' her tears. 
And wakes to sigh the live long night away. 

Glo. Marry ! the times are badly chang'd with 
her, 
From Edward's days to these. Then all was jollity^ 
Feasting and mirth, light wantonness and laughter, 
Piping and playing, minstrelsy and masquing ; 
Till life fled from us lik^ an idle dream, 
A show of mummery without a meaning. 
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And worthily becomes his silver locks ; 
He wears the marks of many years well spenf^ 
Of virtue, truth well try'd, and wise experience ; 
A friend like this would suit my sorrows well. 
Fortune, I fear me, sir, has meant you ill, 

[To DUMONT. 

Who pays your nierit with that scanty pittance 

Which my poor hand and humble roof can give. 

But to supply these golden vantages. 

Which elsewhere you might find, expect to meet 

A just regard and value for your worthy 

The welcome of a friend, and the free partnership 

Of all that little good, the world allows me. 

Dum, You over-rate me much ; and all my answer 
Must be my future truth ; let them speak for mc, 
And make up my deserving. 

/. Shore. Are you of England ? 

Dum* No, gracious lady, Flanders claims my 
birth; 
At Antwerp has my constant biding been. 
Where sometimes I have known more plenteous days 
Than these wKich now my failing age affords.. 

J. Shore. Alas ! at Antwerp I — Oh forgive my 
tears ! [U^eeping. 

They fall for my offences — and must fall 
Long, long ere they shall wash my stains away. 
You knew, perhaps — Oh grief ! Oh shame — my hus- 
band. 

Dum, I knew him well — but stay this flood of an- 
guish, 
The senseless grave feels not your pious sorrows : 
Three years and more are past, since 1 was bid. 
With many of our common friends, to wait hira 
To his last peaceful mansion. I attended. 
Sprinkled his day-cold cotse with holy drops,* 
According to our church's rev'rend rite. 
And saw him laid in hallowed ground, to rest. 
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/. Shore, Ob, that my soul had known no joy but 
him ! 
That I had liv'd within his guiltless arms. 
And dying slept in innocence beside him ! 
But now his dust abhors the fellowship. 
And scorns to mix with mine. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, The lady Alicia 
Attends your leisure. 

/. Shore. Say I wish to see her. [Exit Servant. 
Please, gentle sir^ one moment to retire, 
rU wait you on the instant, and inform you 
Of each unhappy circumstance, in which 
Your friendly aid and counsel much may stead me. 

[Exeunt Belmour and Dumont. 

Enter Alicia^ 

Alicia, Still, my fair friend, still shall I find yon 
thus? 
Still shall these sighs heave after one another. 
These trickling drops chase one another still, 
As if the posting messengers of grief 
Could overtake the hours fled far away, 
And make old time come back } 

J. Shore. No, my Alicia, 
Heaven and his saints be witness to my thoughts. 
There is no hour of all my life o'er past. 
That I could wish should take its turn again. 

Alicia. And yet some of those days my fnend has 
known. 
Some of those years, might pass for golden ones, 
At least if womankind can judge of happiness. 
What could we wish, we who delight in empire, 
Whose beauty is our sovereign good, and gives ui 
Our reasons to rebel, and pow'r to reign, 
What could we more than to behold a monarch, 

c 
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Lovely, renown'd, a conqueror, and young, 
Bound in our chains, and sighing at our feet ? 

J. Shore. 'Tis true, the royal Edward was a wonder. 
The goodly pride of all our English youth ; 
He was the very joy of all that saw him. 
Form'd to delight, to love, and to persuade. 
' But what had I to do with kings and courts? 
My humble lot had cast me far beneath him ; 
And that he was the first of all mankind. 
The bravest, and most lovely, was my curse. 

Alicia. Sure, something more than fortune join'd 
your loves : 
Nor could his greatness, and his gracious form, 
Be elsewhere match'd so well, as to the sweetness 
And beauty of my friend. 

/. Shore, Name him no more : 
He was the bane and ruin of my peace. 
This anguish and these tears, these are the legacies 
His fatal love has left me. Thou wilt see me, 
Believe me, my Alicia, thou wilt see me, 
Ere yet a few short days pass o'er my head. 
Abandoned to the very utmost wretchedness. 
The hand of pow'r has seiz'd almost the whole 
Of what was left for needy life's support ; 
Shortly thou wilt behold me poor, and kneeling 
Before thy charitable door for bread. 

Alicia. Joy of my life, my dearest Shore, forbear 
To wound my heart with thy forboding sorrows ; 
Raise thy sad soul to better hopes than these. 
Lift up thy eyes, and let them shine once more, 
Bright as the morning sun above the mist. 
Exert thy charms, seek out the stern Protector, 
And soothe his savage temper with thy beauty : 
Spite of his deadly, unrelenting nature. 
He shall be mov'd to pity and redress thee. 

/. Shore. My form, alas ! has long forgot to please ; 
The scene of beauty and delight is chang'd ; 
No roses bloom upon my fading cheek. 
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Nor laughing graces wanton in my eyes ; 
But haggard grief, lean-looking sallow care. 
And pining discontent, a rueful train. 
Dwell on my brow, all hideous and forlorn. 
One only shadow of a hope is left me ; 
The noble minded Hastings, of his goodness, 
Has kindly undertaken to be my advocate, 
And move my humble suit to angry Gloster. 

Alicia, Does Hastings undertake to plead your 
cause? 
But wherefore should he not ? Hastings has eyes ; 
The gentle lord has a right tender heart, 
Melting and easy, yielding to impression. 
And catching the soft flame from each new beauty ; 
But yours §hall charm him long. 

J. Share, Away, you flatterer ! 
Nor charge his gen'rous meaning with a weakness, 
Which his great soul and virtue must disdain. 
Too much of love thy hapless friend has proVd, 
Too many giddy foolish hours are gone. 
And in fantastic measures danc'd away : 
May the remaining few know only friendship. 
So thou, my dearest, truest, best Alicia, 
Vouchsafe to lodge me in thy gentle heart, 
A partner there ; I will give up mankind. 
Forget the transports of increasing passion. 
And all the pangs we feel for its decay. 

Alicia, Live ! live and reign for ever in my bosom ; 

[Embracing, 
Safe and unrival'd there possess thy own ; 
And you, the brightest of the stars above. 
Ye saints, that once were women here below. 
Be witness of the truth, the holy friendship, 
Which here to this my other self I vow. 
If I not hold her nearer to my soul. 
Than every other joy the world can give. 
Let poverty, deformity, and shame. 
Distraction and despair seize me on earth, 

c2 
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Let not my faithless ghost have peace hereafter, 
Nor taste the bliss of your celestial fellowship. 

J, Shore. Yes, thou art true ; and only thou art 
true: 
Therefore these jewels, once the lavish bounty 
Of royal Edward's love, I trust to thee ; 

[Gifoing a Casket. 
Receive this, all that I can call my own, 
And let it rest unknown, and safe with thee : 
That if the state's injustice should oppress me, 
Strip me of all, and turn me out a wanderer. 
My wretchedness may find relief from thee, 
And shelter from the storm. 

Alicia. My all b thine; 
One common hazard shall attend us both, 
And both be fortunate, or both be wretched. 
But let thy fearful doubting heart be still ; 
The saints and angels have thee in their charge, 
And all things shall be well. Think not the good, 
The gentle deeds of mercy thou hast done, 
Shall die forgotten all ; the poor, the prisoner. 
The fatherless, the friendless, and the widow, 
Who daily own the bounty of thy hand, j 

Shall cry to Heaven and pull a blessing on thee ; 
Even man, the merciless insulter man, 
Man, who rejoices in our sex's weakness, 
Shall pity thee, and, with unwonted goodness, 
Forget thy failings, and record thy praise. 

J. Shore. Why should I think, that man will do fo? 
me. 
What yet he never did for wretches like me } 
Mark by what partial justice we are judg'd i 
Such is the fate unhappy women find. 
And such the curse entail'd A^pon our kind, 
That man, the lawless libertine, may rove. 
Free and unquestion'd, through the wilds of love; 
While woman, sense and nature's easy fool. 
If poor weak woman swerve from virtue's rule. 
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If, strongly charm'd, she leave the thorny way, 
And in the softer paths of pleasure stray, 
Ruin ensues, reproach and endless shame, 
And one false step entirely damns her fame : 
In vain with tears the loss she may deplore, 
In vain look back on what she was before ; 
She sets, like stars that fall, to rise no more. 



[Exeunt, 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 

An Apartment i» Jan £ Shore's House. 

Enter Alicia, speaking to Jane Shore as entering. 

Alicia. No farther, gentle friend; good angels 
guard you, 
And spread their gracious wings about your slumbers. 
The drowsy night grows on the world, and now 
The busy craftsman, and the o'er-labour'd hind 
Forget the travail of the day in sleep : 
Care only wakes, and moping pensiveness. 
With meagre discontented looks they sit, 
And watch the wasting of the midnight taper. 
Such vigils must I keep, so wakes my soul, 
Restless and self- tormented ! Oh> false Hastings ! 
Thou hast destroyed my peace. [Knocking without* 
What noise is that ? 

c3 
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What visitor is this, who with bold freedom. 
Breaks in upon the peaceful night and rest, 
With such a rude approach ? 

Enter a Serv^kt. 

Serv. One from the court, 
Lord (fastings (as I think) demands my lady. 

Alicia. Hastings ! Be still my heart, and try te 
meet him 
With his own arts ; with falsehood — ^But he comes. 

Enter Lord Hastings ; speaks to a Servant as 

entering. 

Hast.. Dismiss my train, and wait alone without, 
Alicia here ! Unfortunate encounter ! 
But be it as it may. 

Alicia. When humbly, thus, 
The great descend to visit the afflicted. 
When thus, unmindful of their rest, they come. 
To sooth the sorrows of the midnight mourner, * 
Comfort comes with them ; like the golden sun 
Dispels the sullen shades with her sweet influence, 
And cheers the melancholy house of care. 

Hast. Tis true, I would not over-rate a courtesy, 
Nor let the coldness of delay hang on it, * 

To nip and blast its favour, like a frost ; 
But rather chose, at this late hour, to come. 
That ypvir fair friend may know I h&ve prevailed ; 
The Lord Protector has received her suit, 
And means to show her grace. 

Alicia. My friend, my lord ! 

Hast. Yes, lady, yours: none has a right mor^ 
ample 
To task my pow'r than you. 

Alicia* 1 want the words. 
To pay you back a compliment so courtly ; 
But my heart guesses at the friendly meaning. 
And would not die your debtor. 
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Hast. Tis well, madam. 
But I would see your friend. 

Alkia, Oh, thou false lord ! 
I would be mistress of my heaving heart. 
Stifle this rising rage, and learn from thee 
To dress my face in easy dull indifF'rence : 
3ut 'twill not be ; my wrongs will tear their way, 
And rush at once upon thee. 

Hast. Are you wise ? ^ 
Have you the use of reason ? Do you wake ? 
What means this raving, this transporting passion ? 

Alicia. Oh, thou cool ti-aitor ! thou insulting ty« 
rant! 
Dost thou behold my poor distracted heart. 
Thus rent with agonizing love and rage, 
And ask me what it means ? Art thou not false ? 
Am I not scorn'd, forsaken, and abandoned, 
Left, like a common wretch, to shame and infamy, 
Giv'n up to be the sport of villains' tongues. 
Of laughing parasites, and lewd buffoons ; 
And all because my soul has doted on thee 
With love, with truth, and tenderness unutterable ! 

Hast. Are these the proofs of tenderness and love f 
These endless quarrels, discontents, and jealousies. 
These never-ceasing wailings and complainings, 
These furious starts, these whirlwinds of the soul. 
Which every other moment rise to madness ? 

Alicia. What proof, alas! have I not giv'n of love? 
What have I not abandon'd to thy arms ? 
Have I not set at nought my noble birth, 
A spotless fame, and an unblemished race. 
The peace of innocence, and pride of virtue ? 
My prodigality has giv'n thee all ; 
And, now IVe nothing left me to bestow. 
You bate the wretched bankrupt you have made. 

Hast. Why am I thus pursu'd from place to place. 
Kept in the view, and cross'd at ev^iy turn ? 
, In vain I fly, and, like a hunted deer. 
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Scud o'er the lawns, and hasten to the covert ; 
Ere I can reach my safety, you o'ertake me 
With the swift malice of some keen reproach, 
And drive the winged shaft deep in my heart. 

Alicia. Hither you fly, and here you seek repose ; 
Spite of the poor deceit, your arts are known. 
Your pious, charitable midnight visits. 

Hast, If you are wise, and prize our peace of 
mind, 
Yet take the friendly counsel of my love ; 
Believe me true, nor listen to your jealousy. 
Let not that devil, which undoes your sex. 
That cursed curiosity seduce you, 
To hunt for needless secrets, which, neglected. 
Shall never hurt your quiet ; but once known, 
Shall sit upon your heart, pinch it with pain. 
And banish the sweet sleep for ever from you. 
Go to — be yet advis'd 

Alicia. Dost thou in scorn. 
Preach patience to my rage, and bid me tamely 
Sit like a poor contented ideot down. 
Nor dare to think thou'st wrongfd me ? Ruin seize 

thee, 
And swift perdition overtake thy treachery. 
Have I the least remaining cause to doubt ? 
Hast thou endeavoured once to hide thy falsehood ? 
To hide it might have spoke some little tenderness^ 
And shown thee half unwilling to undo me ; 
But thou disdain'st the weakness of humanity. 
Thy words, and all thy actions have confessed it ; 
Ev'n now thy eyes avow it, now they speak. 
And insolently own the glorious villainy. 

Hast. Well, then, I own my heart has broke your 
chains. 
Patient I bore the painful bondage long, 
At length my gen'rous love disdains your tyranny ; 
The bitterness and stings of taunting jealousy, 
Vexatious days, and jarring, joyless nights^ 
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Have driven him forth to seek some safer shelter. 
Where he may rest his weary wings in peace. 

Alicia. You triumph ! do ! and with gigantic 
pride 
Defy impending vengeance. Heav'n shall wink ; 
No more his arm shall roll the dreadful thunder. 
Nor send his light'nings forth : no more his justice 
Shall visit the presuming sons of men, 
But perjury like thine shall dwell in safety. 

Sast, Whate'er my fate decrees for me hereafter, 
Be present to me now, my better angel ! 
Preserve me from the storm that threatens now, 
And if I have beyond atonement sinn'd. 
Let any other kind of plague o'ertake me. 
So I escape the fury of that tongue. 

Alicia. Thy pray'r is heard — I go— but know, 
proud lord, 
Howe'er thou scorn'st the weakness of my sex. 
This feeble hand may find the means to reach thee, 
Howe'er sublime in pow'r and greatness plac'd, 
With royal favour guarded round and graced ; 
On eagle's wings my rage shall urge her flight. 
And hurl thee headlong from thy topmost h«ight ; 
Then, like thy fate, superior will I sit. 
And view thee fall'n, and groveling at my feet ; 
See thy last breath with indignation go. 
And tread thee sinking to the shades below. [Exit, 

Hast. How fierce a fiend is passion ! With what 
wildness. 
What tyranny, untam'd it reigns in woman ! 
Unhappy sex ! whose easy yielding temper 
Gives way to ev'ry appetite alike ; 
And love in their weak bosoms is a rage 
As terrible as hate, and as destructive. 
But soft ye now — for here comes one, disclaims 
Strife and her wrangling train ; of equal elements, 
Without one jarring atom was she form'd, 
And gentleness and joy make up her being. 
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Enter Jake Shore. 

Forgive me, fair one, if officious friendship 

Intrudes on your repose, and comes thus late. 

To greet you with the tidings of success. 

The princely Gloster has vouchsafed your hearing, 

To-morrow he expects you at the court ;- 

There plead your cause, with never-failing beauty, 

Speak all your griefs, and find a full redress. 

J, Shore. Thus humbly let your lowly servant 
bend ; [Kneeling, 

Thus let me bow my grateful knee to earth, 
And bless your noble nature for this goodness. 

Hast, Rise, gentle dame ; you wrong my meaning 
much. 
Think me not guilty of a thought so vain. 
To sell my courtesy for thanks like these. 

J. Shore. Tis true, your bounty is beyond my 
speaking : 
But tho' my mouth be dumb, my heart shall thank 

you; 
And when it melts before the throne of mercy. 
Mourning and bleeding for my past offences. 
My fervent soul shall breathe one pray'r for you, 
If pray'rs of such a wretch are heard on high. 
That Heav'n will pay you back, when most you need» 
The grace and goodness you have shown to me. 

Hast. If there be ought of merit in my service, 
Impute it there, where most 'tis due, to love : 
Be kind, my gentle mistress, to my wishes, 
And satisfy my panting heart with beauty. 

/. Shore, Alas! my lord 

Hast. Why bend thy eyes to earth ? 
Wherefore these looks of heaviness and sorrow ? 
Why breathes that sigh, my love ? And wherefore falls 
This trickling show'r of tears, to stain thy sweetness i 

J. Shore. If pity dwells within your noble breast, 
(As sure it does) oh, speak not to me thus. 
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Hast. Can I heboid thee» and not speak of love } 
Ev'n now, thus sadly as thou stand'st b^ore me, 
Thus desolate, dejected, and forlorn, 
Thy softness steals upon my yieldiitg senses, 
Till my soul faints, and sickens with desire ; 
How ican'st thou give this motion to my heart. 
And bid my tongue be still ? 

/. Shore. Cast round your eyes 
Upon the high-born beauties of the court ; 
Behold, like opening roses, where they bloom. 
Sweet to the sense, unsully'd all, and spotless ; 
There chuse some worthy partner of your heart. 
To fill your arms,* and bless your virtuous bed ; 
Nor turn your eyes this way, where sin and misery, 
Like loathsome weeds, have over-run the soil, 
And the destroyer. Shame, has laid all waste. 

Hast. Whq^t means this peevish, this fantastic 
change ? 
Where is thy wonted pleasantness of face. 
Thy wonted graces, and thy dimpled smiles ? 
Where hast thou lost thy wit, and sportive mirth i 
That cheerful heart, which us'd to dance for ever, 
And cast a day of gladness all around thee ? 

J. Shore. Yes, I will own I merit the reproach ; 
And for those foolish days of wanton pride, 
My soul is justly humbled to the dust; 
All tongues, like yours, are licensed to upbraid me. 
Still to repeat my guilt, to urge my in&my. 
And treat me like that abject thing I have been. 

Hast. No more of this dull stuff. Tis time enough 
To whine and mortify thyself with penance ; 
The present moments claim more gen'rous use ; 
Thy beauty, night, and solitude, reproach me. 
For having talkM thus long — come, let me press thee, 

[Laying hold on her. 
Pant on thy bosom, sink into thy arms, 
And lose myself in the luxurious flood. 
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Jt, Shore. Never ! by those chaste lights abov^ I 
swear. 
My soul shall never know pollution more ; 
Forbear, my lord ! — ^here let me rather die : 

[Kneeling* 
Let quick destruction overtake me here, 
And end my sorrows and my shame for ever. 

Hast. Away with this perverseness, — ^'lis too much. 
Nay, if you strive — ^'tis monstrous affectation ! 

[Striving. 

J. Shore. Retire ! I beg you leave me — 

Hast. Thus to coy it ! 
With one who knows you too. 

J. Shore* For mercy's sake 

Hast. Ungrateful woman ! Is it thus you pay 
My services ? 

J. Shore. Abandon me to rui n 
Rather, than urge me— 

Hast. This way to your chamber ; [PuUing her. 
There if you struggle 

J. Shore. Help, oh, gracious Heaven ! 
Help ! Save me ! Help ! 

Enter Dumokt. 



Dum. My lord ! for honour's sake- 



Hast. Hah ! What art thou ? — Be gone! 

Dum. My duty calls me 
To my attendance on my mistress here. 

Hast. Avaunt ! base groom 

At distance wait, and know thy office better. 

Dum. No, my lord 

The common ties of manhood call me now. 
And bid me thus stand up in the defence 
Of an oppressed, unhappy, helpless woman. 

Hast. And dost thou know me, slave ? 

Dutfi' Yes, thou proud lord ! 
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I know thee, well ; know thee with each advantage, 
"Which wealth, or power, or noble birth, can give thee* 
1 know thee, too, for one who stains those honours, 
And blots a long illustrious line of ancestry, 
By poorly daring thus to wrong a woman. 

Hast. Tis wond'rous well I I see, my saint-like 

dame, 
You stand provided of your braves and ruffians, 
To man your cause, and bluster in your brothel. 
. Dum, Take back the foul reproach, unmanner'd 

railer ! 
Nor urge my rage too far, lest thou should find 
I have as daring spirits in my blood 
As thou, or any of thy race e'er boasted ; 
And tho' no gaudy titles grac'd my birth, 
Yet Heav'n, that made me honest, made me more 
Than ever king did, when he made a lord. 
. Hast, Insolent villain ! henceforth let this teach 

thee . [Draws, and strikes him» 

The distance 'twixt a peasant and a prince. 

Dum, Nay, then, my lord, [Drawing.] learn yoW 

by this, how well 
An arm resolv'd can guard its master's life. 

J. Shore, O my distracting fears ! — hold, for sweet 

Heaven. 
[Theyjight; Dumont disarms Lord Hastings. 
Hast, Confusion ! baffled by a base-born hind ! 
Dvm, Now, haughty sir, where is our diilerence 

now ? 
Your life is in my hand, and did not honour, 
The gentleness of blood, and inborn virtue, 
(Howe'er unworthy I may seem to you) 
Plead in my bosom, I should take the forfeit. 
But wear your sword again ; and know, a lord, 
Oppos'd against a man, is but a man. 
Hast, Curse on my failing hand ! Your better for: 

tune 
Has given you 'vantage o'er me ; but perhaps 
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Your triumph may be bought with dear repentance. 

[Exit Hastings. 

J. Shf>r€, Alas ! what have you done ? Know ye 
the pow'r, 
The mightiness, that waits upon this lord? 

Dum. Fear not, my worthiest mistress ; 'tis a cause 
In which Heaven's guards shall wait you. O, pursue, 
Pursue the sacred counsels of your soul, 
Which urge you on to virtue ; let not danger, 
Nor the encumb'ring world, make faint your purpose. 
Assisting angels shall conduct your steps, 
Bring you to bliss, and crown your days with peace. 

/. Shore. O, that my head were laid, ray sad eyes 
clos'd. 
And my cold corse wound in my shroud to rest ! 
My painful heart will never cease to beat. 
Will never know a moment's peace till then. 

Dum. Would you be happy, leave this fatal place ; 
Fly from the court's pernicious neighbourhood ; 
Where innocence is sham'd, and blushing modesty . 
Is made the scorner^s jest. 

/. Shore. Where should I fly, thus helpless and 
forlorn. 
Of friends, and all the means of life bereft? 

Dum. Belmour, whose friendly care still wakes to 
serve you. 
Has found you out a little peaceful refuge, 
Far from the court and the tumultuous city. 
Within an ancient forest's ample verge. 
There stands a lonely, but a healthful, dwelling. 
Built for convenience and the use of life : 
Around it fallows, meads, and pastures fair, 
A little garden, and a limpid brook. 
By nature's own contrivance seem'd disposed. 
Your virtue there may find a safe retreat 
From the insulting pow'rs of wicked greatness. 

/. Shore. Can there be so much happiness in store! 
A cell like that is all my hopes aspire to. 
4 
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Haste, then, and thither let us take our flight, 
Ere the clouds gather, and the wint'ry sky 
Descends in storms to intercept our passage. 

Dum. Will you then go ! You glad my very soul. 
Banish your fears, cast all your cares on me ; 
Plenty and ease, and peace of mind shall wait you^ 
And make your latter days of life most happy. 
O, lady ! but I must not, cannot tell you, 
How anxious I have been for all your dangers, 
And how my heart rejoices at your safety. 
So when the spring renews the flow'ry field, 
And warns the pregnant nightingale to build, 
She seeks the safest shelter of the wood, 
Where she may trust her little tuneful brood ; 
Where no rude swains her shady cell may know. 
No serpents climb, nor blasting -winds may blow ; 
Fond of the chosen place, she views it o'er, 
Sits there, and wanders thro' the grove no more ; 
Warbling she charms it each returning night. 
And loves it with a mothers dear delight. [Exeunt. 



ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 

The Court. 



Enter Alicia, with a Paper, 

Alicia. This paper to the great Protector's hand. 
With care and secrecy, must be conve/d ; 
His bold ambition now avows its aim, 

d2 
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To plutk the crown from Edward's infant brow, 

And fix it on his own. I know he holds 

My faithless Hastings adverse to his hopes, 

And much devoted to the orphan king ; 

On that 1 build : this paper meets his doubts^ 

And marks my hated rival as the cause 

Of Hastings' zeal for his dead master's sons. 

Oh, jealousy ! thou bane of pleasing friendship, 

How does thy rancour poison all our softness, 

And turn our gentle natures into bitterness ! 

See where «be comes ! once my heart's dearest blessing 

Now my «hang'd eyes are blasted with her beauty, 

Loath that known face, and sicken to behold her. 

Enter Jane Sho&e. 

J. Shore. O, my Alicia ! 

Alicia. What new grief is this ? 
What unforeseen misfortune has surpris'd thee. 
That racks thy tender heart thus ? 

/. Shore* O, Dumont ! 

Alicia. Say, what of him ? 

J. Shore. Ihat friendly, honest man. 
Whom Belmour brought of late to my assistance. 
On whose kind care, whose diligence and faith, 
My surest trust was built, this very mom 
Was seiz'd on by the cruel hand of power, 
Forc'd from my house, and borne away to prison. 

Alid'. To prison, said you! Can you guess the 
cause ? 

/. Shore, Too well, I fear. His bold defence of me 
Has drawn the vengeance of Lord Hastings on him* 

Alicia. Lord Hastings! Ha! 

J. Shore. Some fitter time must tell thee 
The tale of my hard hap. Upon the present 
Hang all my poor, my last remaining hopes. 
Within this paper is my suit contain'd ; 
Here as the princely Gloster passes tbrth, 
I wait to give it on my humble knees. 
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And move him for redress. 

[She gives the Paper to Alicia, who opens and 
seems to read it. 
Alicia. [Aside.] Now for a wile, 
To sting my thoughtless rival to the heart ; 
To blast her fatal beauties, and divide her 
For ever from my perjur'd Hastings' eyes : 
Their fashions are the same; it cannot fail. 

[Pulling out the other Paper, 
J. Shore. But sec, the great Protector comes this 
way; 
Give me the paper, friend. 
Alicia. [Aside.] For love atid vengeance ! 

[She gives her the other Paper. 

Enter the Duke of Gloster, Sir Richard Rat- 
cliff, Catesby, Courtiers, and other ATr 

TENDANTS. 

J. Shore. [Kneeling.] Oh, noble Gloster, turn thy 
gracious eye, 
Incline thy pitying ear to my complaint, 
A poor, undone, forsaken, helpless woman,. 
Intreats a little bread for charity, 
To feed her wants, and save her life from perishing. 
Glo. Arise, fair dame, and dry your wat'ry eyes. 

[Receiving the Paper , and raising her. 
Beshrew me, but 'twere pity of his heart, 
That could refuse a boon to sucK a suitress. 
Ye've got a noble friend to be your advocate ; 
A worthy and right gentle lord he is. 
And to his trust most true. This present now 
Some matters of the state detain our leisure; 
Those once despatch'd, we'll call for you anon, 
And give your griefs redress. Go to ! be comforted. 
J. Shore. Good Heavens repay your highness for 
this pity, 
And show'r down blessings on your princely head. 

[Exeunt Jane Shore and Alicia, 
d3 
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GU). Now, by my holidarae ! 
Heavy of heart she seems, and sore afflicted. 
But this it is, when rude calamity 
Lays its strong gripe upon these mincing minions ; 
The dainty gew-gaw forms dissolve at once, 
And shiver at the shock. What says the paper? 

[Seeming to read^ 
Ha ! What is this ? Come nearer, Ratcliff ! Catesby! 
Mark the contents, and then divine the meaning. 

[He reads. 

Wonder not, 'princely Glaster, at the notice 
I'his paper brings you from a friend unknown ; 
Lord Hastings is inclined to call you master f 
And kneel to Richard, as to England's King; 
But Shores bewitching wife nfisUads his hearty 
And draws his service to king Edwards sons : 
Drive her away, you break the charm that holds him^ 
And hcf and all his powers, attend on you. 

Rat. Tis wonderful ! 

Cat. Tl>e means by which it came 
Yet stranger too ! 

GU). You saw it given, but now. 

Rat. She could not know the purport. 

Glo. No, 'tis plain 

She knows it not, it levels at her life ; 

Should she presume to prate of such high matters. 

The meddling harlot, dear should she abide it. 

Cat. What hand soe'er it comes from, be assur'd. 
It means your highness well 

Glo. Upon the instant. 
Lord Hastings will be here; this morn I mean 
To prove him to the quick ; then if he flinch, 
No more but this — away with him at once, 

He must be mine or nothing-: But he comes ! 

Draw nearer this way, and observe me well. 

{They whisper. 
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Enter Lord Hastings* 

Hast This foolish woman hangs about my hearty 
Lingers and wanders in my fancy still ; 
This coyness is put on, 'tis art and cunning. 

And worn to urge desire 1 must possess her. 

The groom, who lifts his saucy hand against me, 
Ere this, is humbled, and repents his daring, 
Perhaps, ev'n she may profit by th' example. 
And teach her beauty not to scorn my pow'r. 

Gio, This do, and wait me ere the council sits> 

[Exeunt Ratcliff and Catesbt. 
My lord, you're well encountered ; here has been 
A fair petitioner this morning with us ; 
Believe me, she has won me much to pity her : 
Alas ! her gentle nature was not made 
To buffet with adversity. I told her 
How worthily her cause you had befriended ; 
How much for your good sake we meant to do, 
That you had spoke, and all things should be well. 

Hast. Your highness binds me ever to your service. 

Glo. You know your friendship is most potent with 
us, 
And shares our power. But of this enough, 
For we have other matters for your ear ; 
The state is out of tune ; distracting fears. 
And jealous doubts, jar in our public councils ; 
Amidst the wealthy city, murmurs rise, 
Loud railings, and reproach on those that rule, 
With open scorn of government ; hence credit, 
And public trust 'twixt man and man, are broke. 
The golden streanw of commerce are withheld: 
Which fed the wants of needy hinds and artizans, 
Who therefore curse the great, and threat rebellion. 

Hast. The resty knaves are over-run with ease. 
As plenty ever is the nurse of faction ; 
If in good days, like these, the headstrong herd 
Grow madly wanton and repine, it is 
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Because the reins of power are held too slack, 

And reverend authority of late 

Has worn a face of mercy more than justice. 

Gh. Beshrew my heart 1 but you have well divin'd 
The source of these disorders. Who can wonder 
If riot and misrule overturn the realm, 
When the crown sits upon a baby brow ? 
Plainly to speak': hence comes the general cry, 
And sum of all complaint : 'twill ne'er be well 
With England (thus they talk) while children govern. 

Hast. 'Tistrue, the King is young; but what of 
that? 
We feel no want of Edward's riper years. 
While Gloster^s valour and most princely wisdom 
So well supply our infant sov'reign's place. 
His youth s support, and guardian to his throne. 

Glo, The council (much I'm bound to thank them 
for't) 
Have plac'd a pageant sceptre in my hand, ' 
Barren of power, and subject to control; 
Scorn'd by my foes^ and useless to my friends. 
O, worthy lord ! were mine the rule indeed, 
I think I should not suffer rank offence 
At large to lord it in the commonweal ; 
Nor would the realm be rent by discord thus. 
Thus fear and doubt betwixt disputed titles. 

Hast. Of this I am to learn ; as not supposing 
A doubt like this 



GU). Ay, many, but there is- 



And that of much concern. Have you not heard 
How, on a late occasion. Doctor Shaw 
Has mov'd the people much about the lawfulness 
Of Edward's issue ? By right grave authority 
Of learning and religion, plainly proving, 
A bastard scion never should be grafted 
Upon a royal stock ; from thence, at full 
Discoursing on my brothei^s former contract 
To Lady Elizabeth Lucy, long before * 
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His jolly match with' that same buxom widow, 
'jthe (|ueen, he left behind him 

Hast. Ill befall 
Such meddling priests, who kindle up confusion. 
And vex the quiet world with their vain scruples ! 
By Heav'n 'tis done in perfect spite to peace. 
Did not the Kiiig, 

Our royal master, Edward, in concurrence 
With his estates assembled, well determine 
What course the sov'reign rule should take hencefor- 
ward? 
When shall the deadly hate of faction cease, 
When shall our long-divided land have rest. 
If ev ry peevish, moody malecontent 
Shall set the senseless rabble in an uproar, 
Fright them with dangers, and perplex their brains, 
Each day with some fantastic giddy change ! 

Glo. What if some patriot, for the public good. 
Should vary from your scheme, new-mould the state ? 

Hast, Curse on the innovating hand, attempts it ! 
Remember him, the villain, righteous Heav'n, 
In thy great day of vengeance ! Blast the traitor 
And his pemieious councils ; who for wealth, 
For pow'r, the pride of greatness, or revenget 
Would plunge his native land in civil wars ! 

Glo, You go too far, my lord. 

Hast, Your highness' pardon 

Have we so soon forgot those days of ruin. 
When York and Lancaster drew forth the battles ; 
When, like a matron butchered by her sons, 
Our groaning country bled at ev'ry vein ; 
When murders, rapes, and massacres prevail'd ; 
When churches, palaces, and cities blaz'd ; 
When insolence and barbarism triumph'd, 
And swept away distinction ; peasants trod 
Upon the necks of nobles : low were laid 
The reverend crosier, and the holy mitre, 
Andtdesolation covered all the land ; 
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Who can remember this, and not, like me. 
Here vow to sheath a dagger in his heart 
Whose damn'd ambition would renew those horrors. 
And set once more that scene of blood before us : 

Glo. How now ! so hot ! 

Hast, So brave, and so resolv'd. 

Glo. Is then our friendship of so little moment. 
That you could arm your hand against my life ? 

Hast I hope you highness does not think I mean it ; 
No, Heav'n forbid, that e'er your princely person 
Should come within the scope of my resentment. 

Glo. Oh, noble Hastings! Nay, I must embrace 
you ; [Embraces him: 

By holy Paul, y're a right honest man I 
The time is full of danger and distrust. 
And warns us to be wary. Hold me not 
Too apt for jealousy and light surmise. 
If , when I meant to lodge you next my heart, 
I put your truth to trial. Keep your loyalty. 
And live, your king and country's best support: 
For me, I ask no more than honour gives. 
To think me yours, and rank me with your friends. 

[Exit Gloster. 

Hast. I am not read. 
Nor skiird and practis'd in the arts of greatness, 
To kindle thus, and give a scope to passion. 
The Duke is surely noble ; but he touch'd me 
Ev'n on the tend'rest point ; the master-string 
That makes most harmony or discord to me. 
I own the glorious subject fires my breast. 
And my soul's darling passion stands confessed ; 
Beyond or love's or friendship's sacred band, 
Beyond myself, I prize my native land : 
On this foundation would I build my fame. 
And eniulate the Greek and Roman name ; 
Think England's peace bought cheaply with my 

blood. 
And die with pleasure for my country's good. {Exit. 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 



T/te Court. 

Enter Duk,e of Gloster, Ratcliff, and 

Catesby. 

Glo, This was the sum of all : that he would brook 
No alteration in the present state. 
Marry, at last, the testy gentleman 
Was almost mov'd to bid us bold defiance ; 
But there I dropt the argument, and changing 
The first design and purport of my speech, 
I prais'd his good affection to young Edward, 
And left him to believe my thoughts like his. 
Proceed we then in the foremention'd matter, 
As nothing bound or trusting to his friendship. 

Rat. Ill does it thus befall. I could have wished 
This lord had stood with us. 
His name had been of vantage to your highness, 
And stood our present purpose much in stead. 

Glo, This wayward and perverse declining from us 
Has warranted at full the friendly notice, 
Which we this morn receiv'd. I hold it certain, 
This puling whining harlot rules his reason, 
And prompts his zeal for Edward's bastard brood. 

Cat. If she have such dominion o'er his heart. 
And turn it at her will, you rule her fate ; 
And should, by inference and apt deduction, 
Be arbiter of his. Is not her bread. 
The very means immediate to her being. 
^ The bounty of your hand ? Wl;iy does she live, 
If not to yield obedience to your pleasure, 
To speak, to act, to think as you command ? , 
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Rat. Let her instruct her tongue to bear your mes- 
sage ; 
Teach ev'ry grace to smile in your behalf. 
And her deluded eyes to gloat for you ; 
His ductile reason will be wound about. 
Be led and tum'd again, say and unsay. 
Receive the yoke, and yield exact obedience. 

Gh. Your council likes me well, it shall followM. , 
She waits without, attending on her suit. 
Go call her in, and leave us here alone. 

[Exeunt Ratcliff and Catesby^ 
How poor a thing is he, how worthy scorn. 
Who leaves the guidance of imperial manhood 
To such a paltry piece of stuff as this is ! 
A moppet made of prettiness and pride ; 
That oftener does her giddy fancies change. 
Than glittering dew-drops in the sun do colour — 
Now, shame upon it ! was our reason given 
For such a use ! 

Sure there is something more than witchcraft in them. 
That masters evn the wisest of us all. 

Enter Jane Shore« 

Oh ! you are come most fitly. We have pondered 
On this your grievance : and tho' some there are. 
Nay, and those great ones too, who wou'd enforce 
The rigour of our power to afflict you, 
And bear a heavy hand, yet fear not you : 
We've ta'en you to our favour : our protection 
Shall stand between, and shield you from mishap. 

/. Shore. The blessings of a heart with anguisk 
broken. 
And rescu'd from despair, attend your highness. 
Alas! my gracious lord, what have I done, 
To kindle such relentless wrath against me ? 

Glo. Marry there are, tho' I believe them not, 
Who ^ay you meddle in affairs of state : 
1 
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That you presume to prattle, like a busy-body, 
Give your advice, and teach the lords o*th' council 
What fits the order of the commonweal. 

J. Shore. Oh, that the busy world, at least in this, 
Would take example from a wretch like me ! 
None then wduld waste, their hours in foreign 

thoughts, 
Forget themselves, and what concerns their peace. 
To tread the mazes of fantastic falsehood, 
To haunt their idle sounds and flying tales. 
Thro' all the giddy noisy courts of rumour ; 
Malicious slander never would have leisure 
To search, with prying eyes, for faults abroad. 
If all, like me, consider'd tMr own hearts. 
And wept the sorrows which they found at home. 

Glo. Go to ! I know your pow'r ; and tho' I trust 
not 
To cv'ry breath of fame, I'm not to learn 
That Hastings is profess'd your loving vassal. 
But fair befal your beauty : use it wisely, 
And it may stand your fortunes much in stead, 
Give back your forfeit land with large increase, 
And place you high in safety and in honour. 
Nay, I. could point a way, the which pursuing. 
You shall not only bring yourself advantage. 
But give the realm much worthy cause to thank you. 

/. Shore. Oh ! where or how — Can my unworthy 
hand 
Become an instrument of good to any ? 
Instruct your lowly slave, and let me fly 
To yield obedience to your dread command, 
. Glo. Why, that's well said— Thus 'then— Observe 

me well, 
The state, for many h^h and potent reasons, 
Deeminj^ my brother Edward's sons unfit 
For the imperial weight of England's .crown-* 

/. Shore. Alas ! for pity. 

Glo. Therefore havOiresolv'd 
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To set atide their unavailing rnfartcy, 
And vest the sov'reign rule in abler hands* 
This, tho' of great importance to the public, 
Hastings, for very peevishness and spleen^ 
Does stubbornly oppose. 

J. Shore. Docs he f Does Hastings ? 

G/o. Ay, Hastings. 

J. Shore, Reward him for the noble deed, just 
Heav'ns : 
For this one action, guard him and distinguish him 
With signal mercies, and with great deliverance, 
Save him from wrong, adversity, and shame. 
Let never-fading honours flourish round him, 
And consecrate his name, ev'n to time's end : 

Glo, How now ! 

J. Shore. The poor, forsaken, royal little ones ! 
Shall they be left a prey to savage power ? 
Can they lift up their harmless hands in vain, 
Or cry to Heaven for help, and not be heard ? 
Impossible ! Oh, gallant generous Hastings, 
Go on, pursue ! assert the sacred cause : 
Stand forth, thou proxy of all-ruling Providence, 
And save the friendless infants from oppression. 
Saints shall assist thee with prevailing prayers(, 
And warring angels combat on thy side. 

Glo. You're passing rich in this same heav'nly 
speech. 
And spend it at your pleasure. Nay, but mark me ! 
My favour is not bought with words like these. 
Go to— you 11 teach ypur tongue another talc. 

/. Shore. No, tho' the royal Edward has undont 
me, '* 
He was my king, my gracious master still ; 
He lov'd me too ; tho' 'twas a guilty flame. 
And fatal to my peace, yet still he lov'd me ; 
With fondness, and with tenderness he doated. 
Dwelt in my eyes, and liv'd but in my smiles : 
And can I — O my heart abhors the thought i 
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Stand by, and see his children robb'd of right ? 
Glo. Dare not, ev'n for thy soul, to thwart me 

further ! 
None of your arts, your feigning and your foolery) 
Your dainty squeamish coying it to me ; 
Go — to your lord, your paramour ; begone ! 
Lisp in his ear, bang wanton on his neck, 
And play your monkey gambols o'er to him. 
You know my purpose, look that you pursue it. 
And make him yieltl obedience to ray will. 
Do it — or woe upon thy harlot's head. 
J, Shore. Oh, that my tongue had ev'ry grace <)f 

speech. 
Great and commanding as the breath of kings. 
That I had art and eloquence divine,. 
To pay my duty to my master^s ashes, 
And plead, till death, the cause of injur'd innocence. 
Gh. Ha ! Dost thou brave me, minion ! Dost thou 

know 
How vile, how very a wretch, my pow'r can make 

thee? 
That I can place thee in such abject state, . 
As help shall never find thee; where, repining, 
Thou shalt sit down, and gnaw the earth, for anguish; 
Groan to the pitiless winds without return ; 
Howl, like the midnight wolf amidst the desert. 
And curse thy life, in bitterness and misery ? 

J. Shore, Let me be branded for the public scorn, 
Turned forth and driven to wander like a vagabond. 
Be friendless and forsaken, seek my bread 
Upon the barren wild, and desolate waste. 
Feed on my sighs, and drink my falling tears, 
Ere I consent to teach my lips injustice. 
Or wrong the orphan, who has none to save him. 

Glo, Tis well — we'll try the temper of your heart. 
What hoa! Who waits without? 
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Enter Ratcliff and Catesbt. 
Rat. Your highness' pleasure- 



G/o. Go, some of you, and turn this strumpet 
forth ! 
Spurn her into the street ; there let her perish. 
And rot upon a dunghill. Thro' the city 
See it proclaim'd, that none, on pain of death. 
Presume to give her comfort, food, or harbour ; 
Vfho ministers the smallest comfort, dies. 
Her house, her costly furniture and wealth, 
The purchase of her loose luxurious life, 
We seize on, for the profit of the state. 
Away ! Be gone ! 

/. Shore. Oh, thou most righteous Judge — 
Humbly behold, I bow myself to thee. 
And own thy justice in this hard decree : 
No longer, then, rov ripe offences spare, 
But what I merit, let me learn to bear. 
Yet since 'tis all my wretchedness can give. 
For my past crimes my forfeit life receive ; 
No pity for my sufferings here I crave,. 
And only hope forgiveness in the grave. 
[Exit Jake Shore, guarded by Catesby <md Others. 

Glo. So much for this. Your project's at an end. 

[To Ratclipf. 
This idle toy, this hilding, scorns my power. 
And sets us all at naught. See, that a guard 
Be ready at my call. — 

Rat. The council waits 
Upon your highness' leisure.- " 

Gb. Bid them enter. 

Enter the Duke ^Buckingham, Earl of Derby, 
Bishop^ Ely, Lord Hastikos, and Others^ as 
to the Council. The Duke of Gloster takes his 
Place atjhe upper End^ then the rest sit. 

Derb, In happy times we are assembled here, 
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To point the day, and fix the solemn pomp. 
For placing England's crown, with all due rites. 
Upon our sov'reign Edward's youthful brow. 

Hast. Some busy meddling knaves, 'tis said, thet^ 
are, 
As such will still be prating, who presume 
To carp and cavil at his royal right ; 
Therefore, 1 hold it fitting, with the soonest, 
T'appoint the order of the coronation ; 
So to approve our duty tQ the King, 
And stay the babbling of such vain gainsayers. 

Derb. We all attend to know your highness' plea^ 
sure. [To Gloster. 

Gh. My lords, a set of worthy men you are, 
Prudent and just, and careful for the state ; 
Therefore, to your most grave determination 
I yield myself in all things ; and demand 
What punishment your wisdom shall think meet 
Tinflict upon those damnable contrivers. 
Who shall with potions, charms, and witching drugs. 
Practise against our person and our life? 

Hast. So much I hold the King your highness^ 
debtor. 
So precious are you to the commonweal, 
That I presume, not only for myself. 
But in behalf of these my noble brothers. 
To say, whoe'er they be, they merit death. 

Glo. Then judge yourselves, convince your eyes of 
truth : 
Behold my arm, thus blasted, dry, and withei^d, 

[Pulling up his Sleeves^ 
Shrunk, like a foul abortion, and decayed. 
Like some untimely product of the seasons, 
Robb'd of its properties of strength and office* 
This is the sorcery of Edward's wife. 
Who, in conjunction with that harlot Shore, 
And other like confed'rate midnight hags. 
By force of potent spells, of bloody characters, 

£ 3 
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And conjurations horrible to hear. 

Call fiends and spectres from the yawning dcep^ 

And set the ministers of hell at work, 

To torture and despoil me of my life. 

Hast, If they have done this deed — 

Gh, If they have done it ! 
Talk'st thou to me of Ifs, audacious traitor ! 
Thou art that strumpet witch's chief abettor, 
The patron and complotter of her mischiefs, 
And join'd in this contrivance for my death. 
Nay, start not, lords — What ho ! a guard there, sirs ! 

Enter Guards. 

Lord Hastings, I arrest thee of high treason. 
Seize him, and bear him instantly away. 
He shall not live an hour. By holy Paul, 
I will not dine before his head be brought me. 
Ratcliff, stay you, and see that it be done : 
The rest that love me, rise and follow me. 

[Exeunt Gloster, and Lords following. 
Hast What! and no more but this — How ! to the 
scaffold : 
Oh, gentle Ratcliff! tell me, do I hold thee ? 
Or if I dream, what shall I do to wake. 
To break, to struggle thro' this dreadful confusion i 
For surely death itself is not so painful 
As is this sudden horror and surprise. 
Rat. You heard, the Duke's commands to me were 
absolute. 
Therefore, my lord, address you to your shrift, 
With all good speed you may. Summon your cou- 
rage. 
And be yourself; for you must die this instant. 
Hast. Yes, Ratcliff, I will take thy friendly coun- 
sel. 
And die as a man should ; 'tis somewhat hard, 
To call my scatter'd spirits home at once : 
But sinca what must be, must be — let necessity 
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Supply the place of time and preparation. 
And arm me for the blow. 1'is but to die, 
Tis but to venture on that common hazard. 
Which many a time in battle I have run ; 
Tis but to do, what at that very moment, 
In many nations of the peopled earth, 
A thousand and a thousand shall do with me; 
Tis but to close my eyes and shut out day-light, 
To view no .more the wicked ways of men, 
No longer to behold the tyrant 6loster, 
And be a weeping witness of the woes, 
The desolation, slaughter, and calamities. 
Which he shall bring on this unhappy land* 

Enter Alicia. 

Alicia. Stand off, and let me pass — I will, I must, 
Catch him once more in these despairing arms. 
And hold him to ray heart — O Hastings, Hastings ! 

Hast, Alas ! why com'st thou at this dreadful mo- 
ment, 
To fill me with new terrors, new distractions; 
To turn me wild with thy distempered rage. 
And shock the peace of my departing soul ? 
Away, I pry'thee leave me ! 

Alida. Stop a minute 

Till my full griefs find passage — Oh, the tyrant I 
Perdition fall on Gloster^s head and mine ! 

Hast. What means thy frantic grief ? 

Alicia. I .cannot speak 

But I have murdered thee — Oh, I could tell thee ! 

Hast. Speak, and give ease to thy conflicting pas<» 
sion ! 
Be quick, nor keep me longer in suspense, 
Time presses, and a thousand crowding thoughts 
Break m at once ! this way and that they snatch. 
They tear my hurry'd soul : AH claim attention. 
And yet not one is heard. Oh ! speak, and leave me, 
For I ha\e business would employ an age, 
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And but a minute's time to get it done in. 

All. That, that's my grief — ^'tis I that urge thee on. 
Thus haunt thee to the toil, sweep thee from earth, 
And drive thee down this precipice of fate. 

Hast. Thy reason is grown wild. Could thy weak^ 
hand 
Bring on this mighty ruin ? If it could, 
What have I done so grievous to thy soul. 
So deadly, so beyond the reach of pardon. 
That nothing but my life can make atonement? 
Alicia, Thy cruel scorn hath stung me to the 
heart, 
And set my burning bosom all in flames : 
Raving and mad^l fiew to my revenge. 
And writ I knew not what — told the Protector, 
That Shore's detested wife, by wiles, had won thee 
To plot against his greatness — he believ'd it, 
(Oh, dire event of my pernicious council !) 
And while I meant destruction on her head. 
He has turn'd it all on thine. 

Hast, Oh, thou inhuman ! Turn thy eyes away, 
And blast me not with their destructive beams : 
Why should I curse thee with my dying breath ? 
Be gone 1 and^let me die in peace. 

Alicia. Canst thou — Oh, cruel Hastings, leave me 
thus ! 
Hear me, I beg thee — I conjure thee, hear me ! 
While, with an agonizing heart, I swear, 
By all the pangs I feci, by all the son'ows. 
The terrors and despair thy loss shall give me, 
My hate was on my rival bent alone. 
Oh ! had I once divin'd, false as thou art, 
A danger to thy life, I would baye dy'd. 

Hast, Now mark ! and tremble at Heaven's just 
award : 
While thy insatiate wrath and fell revenge 
Pursu'd the innocence which never wrong'd thee. 
Behold, the mischief fails on thee and nie : 
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Remorse and heaviness of heart shall wait thee. 
And everlasting anguish be thy portion. 
For me, the snares of death are wound about mCi 
And now in one poor moment, I am gone. 
« Oh ! if thou hast one tender thought remaining, 
Fly to thy closet, fall upon thy knees^ 
And recommend my parting soul to mercy. 
• Alicia. Oh ! yet, before 1 go for ever from thee, 
Turn thee in gentleness and pity to me, \Kneeling, 
And in compassion of my strong affliction, 
Say, is it possible you can forgive 
The fatal rashness of ungovern'd love ? 
For, Oh ! 'tis certain, if I had not k>v'd thee 
Beyond my peace, my reason, fame, and life. 
This day of horror never should have known us. 

Hast. Oh ! rise, and let mc hush thy stormy sor- 
rows. [Raising hvr^m 
Assuage tby tears, for I will chide no more, 
No more upbraid thee, thou unhappy fair-one. 
I see the hand of Hcav'n is arm'd against me ; 
And, in mysterious providence, decrees 
To punish me by thy mistaken hand. 
Most righteous doon[) ! for, Oh, while I behold thee. 
Thy wrongs rise up in terrible array. 
And charge thy ruin on me ; thy fair fame. 
Thy spotless beauty, innocence, and youth, 
Dishonour'd, blasted, and betray'd by me. 

Alicia, And does thy heart relent for my undoing > 
Ohy that inhumap Gloster could be mov'd. 
But half so easily as I can pardon ! 

Hast. Here then exchange we mutually forgiveness : 
So may the guilt of all my broken vows, 
.My perjuries to thee, be all forgotten. 
As here my soul acquits thee qf my death. 
As here I part without one angry thought. 
As here I leave thee with the softest tenderness, 
Mourning the chance'of our disastrous loves. 
And begging Heav'n to bless and to support thee. 



46* JAWB SHORs; [act iv« 

Rai, My lord, despatch ; the Duke has sent to chide 



me. 



For loit'ring in my dut y 

Hast, I obey. 

Alicia, Insatiate, savage monster ! Is a moment 
So tedious to thy mdice ? Oh, repay him, 
Thoa great Avenger ! give him blood for blood : 
Guilt haunt him ! fiends pursue him ! lightnings blast 

him ! 
That he may know how terrible it is. 
To want that moment he denies thee now. 

Hast. This rage is all in vain. 
Retire, I beg thee ; 

To see thee thus, thou know'st not how it wounds me; 
Thy agonies are added to my own, 
And make the burden more than I can bear. 
Farewell — Good angels visit thy afflictions, 
And bring thee peace and comfort from above. 

Alicia. O, stab me to the heart, some pitying hand, 
Now strike me dead 



Hast. One thing I had forgot- 



I charge thee, by our present common miseries ; 

By our past loves, if yet they have a name ; 

By all thy hopes of peace here and hereafter. 

Let not the rancour of thy hate pursue 

The innocence of thy unhappy friend : 

Thou know'st who 'tis I mean. — O, should'st thoti 

wrong her ! 
Just Heaven shall double all thy woes upon thee, 
And make them know no end. — Remember this, 
As the last warning of a dying man. 
Farewell, for ever ! [The Guards carry Hastings ^ 

Alicia. For ever ! Oh, for ever ! 

Oh, who can bear to be a wretch for ever ! — 
My rival, too ! His last thoughts hung on her ; 
And, as he parted, left a blessing for her. 
Shall she be blest, and I be curst, for ever ? 
No — since her fatal beauty was the cause 
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Of all my sufferings, let her share my pains ; 
Let her, like me, of ev'ry joy forlorn, 
Devote the hour when such a wretch was boi^n ; 
like me, to deserts and to darkness run. 
Abhor the day, and curse the golden sun ; 
Like me, with cries distracted, fill the air. 
Tear her poor bosom, rend her frantic hair ; 
And prove the torments of the last despair ! [Exit. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE I. 

The Street. 

Enter Belmour and Dumont. 

Dum. You saw her then ? 

Bel. I met her, as returning. 
In solemn penance from the public cross : 
Before htr, certain rascal officers. 
Slaves in authority, the knaves of justice, 
Proclaim'd the tyrant Gloster s cruel orders. 
Around her, numberless, the rabble flow'd, 
Shouldering each other, crowding for a view, 
Gaping and gazing, taunting and reviling ; 
Some pitying — but those, alas ! how few ! — 
The most, such iron hearts we are, and such 
The base barbarity of human kind, 
With insolence and lewd reproach pursued her, 
Hooting and railing, and with villainous hands 
Gathering the filth from Out the common ways^ 
To hurl upon her head ! 

Dfon. Inhuman dogs ! 
How did she bear it?^ 
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BeL With the gentlest patience ; 
Submissive, sad^ and lowly was her look ; 
A burning taper in her hand she bore. 
And on her shoulders carelessly confusM, 
With loose neglect, her lovely tresses hung ; 
Upon her cheek a faintish flush was spread : 
Feeble she seem'd, and sorely smit with pain. 
While bare-foot as she trod the flinty pavement. 
Her footsteps all along were marked with blood. 
Yet silent still she pass'd and unrepining ; 
Her streaming eyes bent ever on the earth, 
Except when in some bitter pahg of sorrow. 
To Heav'n she seem'd in fervent zeal to raise. 
And beg that mercy man denyd her here. 

Dum, When was this piteous sight ; 

BeL These last two d&ys. 
You know my care was wholly bent on you. 
To find the happy means of your deliverance. 
Which but for Hastings' death I had not gain'd. 
During that time, altho' I have not seen her, 
Yet divers trusty messengers I've sent. 
To wait about, and watch a fie convenience 
To give her some relief, but all in vain ; 
A churlish guard attends upon her steps. 
Who menace those with death, that bring her comfort, 
And drive all succour from her. 

Dum, Let them threaten ; 
Let proud oppression prove its fiercest malice ; 
So Heav'n befriend my soul, as here I vow 
To give her help, and share one fortune with her. 

BeL Mean you to see her, thus, in your own form ? 

Dum. I do. 

BeL And have you thought upon the consequence ? 

Dum. What is there I should feari 

BeL Have you examin'd 
Into your inmost heart, and try'd at leisure 
The sev'ral secret springs that move the passions ? . 
^ercy fix'd her empire there so sure, 

2 
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That wrath and vengeance never may return i 
Can you resume a husband's name, and bid 
That wakeful dragon, fierce resentment, sleep ? 

Dum. O thou hast set my busy brain at work. 
And now she musters up a train of images, 
Which, to preserve my peace, I had cast aside^ 
And sunk in deep oblivion — ^Oh, that form I 
That angel face on which my dotage hung ! 
How I have gaz'd upon her, till my soul 
With very eagerness went forth towards her, 
And issu d at my eyes — Was there a gem, 
Which the sun ripens in the Indian mine, 
Or the rich bosom of the ocean yields ; 
What was there art could make, or wealth could 

buy, 
Which I have left unsought to deck her beauty ? 
What could her king do more ? — ^And yet she fled- 

Bel. Away with that sad fancy- 

Dum, Oh, that day I 
The thought of it must live for ever with me, 
I met her, Belmour, when the royal spoiler 
Bore her in triumph from my widow'd home ! 
Within his chariot, by his side she sat. 
And listened to his talk with downward looks, 
Till su4den as she chanc'd aside to glance. 
Her eyes encountered mine — Oh ! then, my friend I 
Oh ! who can paint my grief and her amazement \ 
As at the stroke of death, twice turn'd she pale ; 
And twice a burning crimson blush'd all o'er her; 
Then, with a shriek, heart- wounding, loud she cry'd. 
While down her cheeks two gushing torrents ran 
Fast falling on her hands, which thus she wrung 
Mov'd at her grief, the tyrant ravisher. 
With courteous action woo'd her oft to turn ; 
Earnest he seem'd to plead, but all in vain ; 
Ev'n to the last she bent her sight towards me, 
And follow'd me till I had lost myself. 

BeL Alas, for pity ! Oh ! those speakii^ tears ! 
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Could tbey be false f did she not suffer with you f 
For though the King by force possessed her person. 
Her unconsenting heart dwelt still with you ; 
If all her former woes were not enough, 
Look on her now ; behold her where she wanders. 
Hunted to death, distressed on ev^ry side, 
With no one hand to help ; and tell me then, 
If ever misery were known like hei^s ? 

Dum. And can she bear it } Can that delicate frame 
Endure the beating of a storm so rude ? 
When she was mine, no care came ever nigh her ; 
I thought the gentlest breeze, that wakes the spring, 
Too rough to breathe upon her ; cheerfulness 
Danced all the day before her, and at night 
Soft slumbers waited on her downy pillow — 
Kow sad and shelterless, perhaps, she lies, 
Where piercing winds blow sharp, and the chill rain 
Drops from some pent-house on her wretched head, 
Drenches her locks, and kills her with the cold. 
It is too much-*-^-Hence with her past offences. 

They are aton'd at full Why stay we, then ? 

Oh ! let us haste, my friend, and find her out. 

BeL Somewhere about this quarter of the town, 
I hear the poor abandoned creature lingers : 
Her guard, tho' set with strictest watch to keep 
All food and friendship from her, yet permit her 
To wander in the streets, there chuse her bed, 
And rest her head on what cold stone she pleases. 

Dutn, Here let us then divide ; each in his round 
To search her sorrows out ; whose hap it is 
First to behold her, this way let him lead 
Her fainting steps, and meet we here together. 

[Exeuni^ 

Enter Jake Shore, her Hair hanging loose on her 
Shoulders, and barefooted^ 

/. Shore, Yet, yet endure, nor murmur, O, my 
louU 
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For are not thy transgressions great and numberless ? 

Do they not cover thee like rising floods, 

And press tAee like a weight of waters down ? 

Does not the hand of Righteousness afflict thee? 

And who shall plead against it ? Who shall say 

To Pow'r Almighty, thou hast done enough : 

Or bid his dreadful rod of vengeance stay ? 

Wait then with patiepce, till the circling hours 

Shall bring the time of thy appointed rest, 

And lay thee down in death. 

And hark, methinks the roar, that late pursued me. 

Sinks like the murmurs of a falling wind. 

And softens into silence. Does revenge 

And malice then grow weary, and forsake m^ ? 

My guard, too, that observed me still so close. 

Tire in the task of their inhuman office. 

And loiter far behind. Alas ! I faint. 

My spirits fail at once — ^This is the door 

Of my Alicia Blessed opportunity ! 

ni steal a little succour from her goodness, 
Now while no eye observes me. 

[Ske knocks at the Door. 
Enter a Servant.. 
Is your lady. 
My gentle friend, at home ? Oh ! brii^me to her. 

[Going tn. 

Scrv. Hold, mistress, whither would you ? 

[Pulling her back, 

/. Shore. Do you not know me ? 

Serv. 1 know you well, and know my orders, too : 
You miist not enter here 

/. Shore. Tell my Alicia, 
Tis I would see her. 

Sere, She is ill at ease. 
And will admit no visitor. 

J. Shore, But tell her, 
Tis I, her friend, th-e partner of her heart, 
W^ait at the door and beg-— 
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Serv. Tis all in vain, — 
Go hence, and howl to those that will regard you. 

[Shuts the DooTy and exit* 
J, Shore. It was not always thus ; the time has 
been, . 
When this unfriendly door, that bars my passage, 
Flew wide, and almost leap'd from off its hinges, 
To give me entrance here ; 
When my approaches made a little holiday. 
And every face was dress'd in smiles to meet me : 
But now 'tis otherwise ; and those, who bless'd me, 
Nov curse me to my face. Why should I wander. 
Stray further on, for I can die ev'n here 1 

[She sits down at the Door* 

Enter Alicia in Disorder; Two SzRVAiiTHfollowivg. 

Alicia. What wretch art thou, whose misery and 
baseness 
Hangs on my door ; whose hateful whine of woe 
Breaks in upon my sorrows, and distracts 
My jarring senses with thy beggar's cry ? 

/. Shore. A very beggar, and a wretch indeed ; 
One driv'n by strong csuamity to seek 
For succours here ; one perishing for want. 
Whose hunger has not tasted food these three days ; 
And humbly asks, for charity's dear sake, 
A draught of water and a little bread. 

Alida. And dost thou come to me, to me for 
bread ? 
I know thee not — Go — hunt for it abroad. 
Where wanton hands upon the earth have scatter'd it. 
Or cast it on the waters — Mark the eagle, 
And hungry vulture, where they wind the prey ; 
Watch where the ravens of the valley feed. 
And seek thy food with them — I know thee not. 

J. Shore. And yet there was a time, when my 
Alicia 
Has thought unhappy Shore her dearest blessing, 



9CEN£ I.] JAKE SHORE, 53 

And mourn'd the live-long day she passed without 

me; 
When pair'd like turtles, we were still together ; 
When often as we prattled arm in arm. 
Inclining fondly to mc she has sworn. 
She lov'd tne more than all the world besides. 

Alicia. Ha 1 say'st thou ! Let me look upon theoi 
well — 
*Tis true — I know thee now — A mischief on thee ! 
Thou art that fatal fair, that cursed she. 
That set my brain a madding. Thou hast robb'd me ; 
Thou hast undone me — Murder ! Oh, my Hastings 1 
See his pale bloody head shoots glaring by me j 
Give me him back again, thou soft deluder, 
Thou beauteous witch. 

J. Shore. Alas ! I never wrong'd you 

Alicia, A vaunt! and come not near mc — • 

/. Shore. To thy hand 
I trusted all ; gave my whole store to thee, 
Nor do I ask it back ; allow me but 
The smallest pittance, give me but to eat, 
Lest I fall down and perish here before thee. 

Alicia. Nay ! tell not me ! Where is thy King, thj 
£dward. 
And all the smiling, cringing train of courtiers, 
That bent the knee beibre thee ? 

/. Shore. Oh ! for mercy ! 

Alicia. Mercy ! I know it not — ^for I am miserable. 
Ill give thee misery, for here she dwells. 
This is her house, where the sun never dawns, 
The bird of night sits screaming o'er the roof, 
Grim spectres sweep along the horrid gloom, 
And nought is heani but waitings and lamentings. 
Hark! something cracks above ! it shakes, it totters! 
And see, the nodding ruin falls to crush mc! 
Tis fall'n, 'tis here I I felt it on my brain ! 
Why shouldst thou be a wretch ? Stab, tear thy heart, 
And rid thyself of this detested being ; 
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I. will not. linger long behind thee here. 
A waving flood of bluish fire swells o'er me ; 
And now 'tis out, and 1 am drown'd in blood. 
Ha ! what art thou ! thou horrid headless trunk ? 
It is my Hastings ! see be wafts me on ! 
Away ! I go, I flv ! I follow thee ! 

[She runs off^ her SEKWAvrs foUotving. 
J. Shore. Alas ! ^ she raves ; her brain, I fear, is 

t^m'd. 
In mercy look upon her, gracious Heav'n, 
Nor visit her for any wrong to me. 
Sure I am near upon my journey's end ; 
My head runs round, my eyes begin to fail, 
And dancing shadows swim before my sight. 
I can no more — [Lies down,}— receive me, thou cold 

earth. 
Thou common parent take me to thy bosom. 
And let me rest with thee. 

Enter Belmour. 

Bel. Upon the ground ! 
Thy miseries can never lay thee lower. 
{A>ok up, thou poor afflicted one ! thou mourner, 
Whom none has comforted ! Where are thy friends. 
The dear companions of thy joyful da}^ 
Whose hearts thy warm prosperity made glad. 
Whose arms were taught to grow like ivy round thee, 
And bind thee to their bosoms ? — ^Thus with thee, 
Thus let us live, and let us die, they said. 
Now where are they ? 

/. Shore. Ah, Belmour ! where indeed ? They stand 
aloof, 
And view my desolation from afar ; 
And yet thy goodness turns aside to pity me. 
Alas ! there may be danger ; get thee gone ! 
Let me not pull aVuin on thy head. 
lieave me to die alone, for I ajn fall'n 
{Never to rise, and all relief is vnin. 
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BeL Yet raise thy drooping head ; for I am come 
To chase away despair. Behold ! where yonder 
That honest man, that faithful, brave Dumont, 
Is hasting to thy aid 

/. Shore. Dumont ! Ha ! where ! 

[Raising herself, and looking about. 
His very name 

Renews the springs of life, and cheers my soul. 
Has he then scap'd the snare? 

BeL He has; but see— ^ — 
He comes unlike to that Dumont you knew, 
For now he wears your better angel's form, 
And comes to visit you with peace and pardon. 

Enter Shore. 

/. Shore. Speak, tell me ! Which is he ? And, oh ! 
what would 
That dreadful vision ! See, it comes upon me — 
It is my husband Ah! ' [She swoons. 

Shore. She faints ! support her ! 

Bell. Her weakness could not bear the strong sur- 
prise. 
But see, she stirs ! and the returning blood 
Faintly begins to blush again, and kindle 
Upon her ashy cheek 

Shore. So — gently raise her — [Raising her up. 

J. Shore. Ha ! What art thou ? Belmour ! 

Bel. How fare you, lady ? 

J. Shore. My heart is thiiird with horror 

Bel. Be of courage 

Your husband lives ! 'tis he, my worthiest friend — 
Tis he himself — he lives ! look up — 

/. Shore. I dare not ! 
Oh ! that my eyes could shut him out for ever — 

Shore. Am I so hateful, then, so deadly to thee, 
To blast thy eyes with horror ? Since Vm grown 
A burden to the world, myself, and thee, 
Wou'd I had ne'er survi/d to see thee more ! 

r 
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J. Shore. Oh ! thou most injur'd — dost thou live 
indeed ! 
Fall then, ye mountains, on my guilty head ! 
Hide me, yc rocks, within your secret caverns ; 
Cast thy black veil upon my shame, O night ! 
And shield me with thy sable wing for ever. 

Shore. Why dost thou turn away ? — Why tremble 
thus ? 
My arms, my heart, are open to receive thee, 
To bring thee back to thy forsaken home. 
With tender joy, with fond forgiving love. 
And all the longings of my first desires. 
Let us haste, 

Now while occasion seems to smile upon us. 
Forsake this place of shame, and find a shelter. 

J, Shore, What shall I say to you ? — But I obey — 

Shore, Lean on my arm 

J. Shore, Alas ! I'm wond'rous faint : — 
But that's not strange, I have not eat these three 
days. 

Shore, Oh, merciless ! 

J, Shore, O 1 I am sick at heart ! 

Shore, Thou murd'rous sorrow ! 
Wilt thou still drink her blood, pursue her still ? 
Must she then die ! Oh, my poor penitent ! 
Speak pci^ce to my sad heart : She hears me not ; 
Grief masters ev'ry sense — ^help me to hold her — 

Enter Catesby, with a Guard. 

Cat, Seize on them both, as traitors to the state — 

BeL What means this violence ? 

[Guards lay hold on Shore and Belmour. 

Cat. Have we not found you, 
In scorn of the Protector's strict command, 
Assisting this base woman, and abetting 
Her infamy ? 

5^ore.' Infamy on thy head ! 
^^'^u tool of power, thou pander to authority ! 
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I tell thee, knave, thou know'st of none so virtuous, 
And she that bore thee was an ^thiop to her. 

Cat, You'll answer this at full — Away with them. 

Shore, Is charity grown treason to your court ? 
What honest man would live beneath such rulers ? 
I am content that we should die together 

Cat, Convey the men to prison ; but for her. 
Leave her to hunt her fortune as she may. 

/. Shore, I will not part with him — ^for me ! — for 
me ! 
Oh ! must he die for me ! 

[FoUotving him as he is carried off — She falls. 

Shore, Inhuman villains ! 

[Breaks from the Guards. 

Stand off ! The agonies of death are on her 

She pulls, she gripes me hard with her cold hand. 

J, Shore, Oh ! let him go, ye ministers of terror. 
He shall offend no more, for I will die. 
And yield obedience to your cruel master. 
Tarry a little, but a little longer, 
And take my last breath with you. 

Shore, Oh, my love ! 
Why dost thou hx thy dying eyes upon me. 
With such an earnest, such a piteous look. 
As if thy heart were full of some sad meaning 
Thou could'st not speak ? 

J, Shore, Forgive me ! but forgive me ! 

Shore, Be witness for me, ye celestial host. 
Such mercy and such pardon as my soul ' 
Accords to thee, and begs of Heaven to show thee, 
May such befal me at my latest hour. 
And make my portion bless'd or curs'd for ever. 

J, Shore, Then ail is well, - and I shall sleep in 

peace 

Was there not something I would have bequeathed 

you? 
But I have nothing left me to bestow, 
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Nothing but one sad sich. Oh ! mercy, Heav'n ! 

[Dies. 
Bel. There fled the soul. 
And left her load of misery behind. — 
Let those, who view this sad example, know, - 
AMiat fate attends the broken marriage vow ; 
And teach their children, in succeeding times. 
No common vengeance waits upon these crimes, 
When such severe repentance could not save 
From want, from shame, and an untimely grave. 

[Exeunt Omneg, 



THE END. 
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REMARKS 



The heroine of this drama possessed every igraeeci 
.person, every adornment of mind, the attraction 
of youth, and the dignity of royalty.— She was 
hurled from a throne to mount upon a scaffold; 
and this lamentable story is here told by one of our 
most pathetic dramatists; and yet neither reader nor 
auditor ever sheds a tear for the unhappy fate of 
Lady Jane Grey ! 

All surprise will cease, that this illustrious female 
wants power to move the passions, when it is recol- 
lected, that she had no .passions of 'her own witk 
which to affect those of mankind. 

The very virtues of Lady Jane seal up the heart 
against pity. Perfection mttst be admired, not un- 
dervalued by compassion. 

Could the dramatic author have descended to paint 
Jane's childish years, before every tender sensation 
had been hardened by parental cruelty, and ere pa^ 
tieut fortitude had elevated h«r above her sex's weak- 
ness, be then might have made his readers share in 
her sorrows; for at that early age she was alrve to 
them herself. 

The famous Roger Ascham, who was tutor to th« 
Princess, afterwards Queen, Elizabeth, relates — ^that 
going to the Duke of Suffolk's country seat in Lei* 
cestershire, he found the Duke and Duchess, with 
all their household, gentlemen and gentlewomen* 
buQting in the park, whilst this, their blooming davgbi^ 
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ter Jane was shut up in her own chamber, reading 
*^ Phaedo Platonis." in Greek : and that a conversar 
tion upon her love of books and retirement, drew 
from her the following words : — 

** When I am in the presence of either my fiither 
or mother, whether I speak, keep silence, sit, stand, 
or go ; eat, drink, be merry or sad ; be sewing, play- 
ing, dancing, or doing any thing el^e, I must do it, 
as it were, in such weight, measure, and number, 
even so perfectly as God made the world ; or else I 
am so sharply taunted, so cruelly threatened, yea, 
presently sometimes with pinches, nips, and bobs, 
and other ways, which I will not name, for the ho- 
nour I bear them, so without measure misordered, 
that I think myself in hell; and fall a weeping 
when I am called from my studies, because what- 
soever I do eke but learning, is full of grief, troublei 
fear, and whole misliking unto me." 

All this rigour was, no doubt, employed, to form 
her mind, and fashion her manners, to dignify a 
throne, which Suffolk and his Duchess had long 
formed the design to obtain for her. But in all those 
infantine griefs which the poor Lady Jane, from their 
ambition, experienced. Providence was, in mercy, 
fortifying her with strength to relinquish, not to en<« 
joy, a crown ; and was preparing her to die with firm- 
ness as an usurper, instead of reigning with glory as a 
lawful sovereign. 

Awed by her domestic tyrants, she accepted the 
title of a queen ; and, weary of the slavery exacted by 
these her subjects, unmoved and undaunted, laid 
down her regal honours and her forfeited life. 
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The extreme youth of Lady Jane at the time of 
her death, her sober propensities, her erudition and 
philosophic mind, render her one of the most curious 
women in all history, though not the most intei'est- 
ing. In the similar catastrophe of Mary Queen of 
Scots, her failings, abating her supposed crimes^ en- 
dear her to erroneous creatures like herself, and they 
-weep for the misfortunes attending indiscretion, be- 
cause they are ills which may probably fall upon 
themselves. But whilst it u scarcely possible to be 
heroicallike Lady Jane, her calm contempt, for either 
living or dying, places her above sympathy; and 
though she must ever be honoured, she will never be 
tenderly bewailed. 

Rowe, who melted every heart at the sufferingjs of 
the low-born and guilty Shore, has not here even 
touched the strings of commiseration, notwithstand- 
ing be has softened the real character of I^dy Jane, 
in hopes of producing that effect. 

The approvers, for there can be few admirers, of 
this Tragedy, prefer the scenes between Guiltord and 
Pembroke, Gardiner's description of the illustrious 
prisoner on her trial, and her execution scene, to the 
rest. They-also prefer the part of Pembroke to that 
of Guilford. 

In comparing pne scene and one character with 
another in this Tragedy, some will, of course, have 
superiority ; but the whole drama, when opposed to 
any one of the author's present acting plays — sink^ 
into a decided inferiority. 
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SCENEf^I/mdan. 



LADY JANE GREY, 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 

The Court. 

Enter the Duke of Northumberland, Dure of 
Suffolk, and Sir John Gates. 

North. Tis all in vain ; Heaven has required its 
pledge, 
And he must die. 

Suff, Is there an honest heart, 
That loves our England, does Aot mourn for Edward? 
The genius of our isle is shook with sorrow, ^ 

He bows his venerable head with pain, ^ 

And labours with the sickness of his lord. ^ 

Religion melts in every holy eye; 
All comfortless, afflicted, and forlorn, 
She sits on earth, and weeps upon her cross. 
Weary of man, and his detested ways : ^ 

Ev'n now she seems to meditate her flighty 
And waft her angels to the thrones above. 

North. Ay, there, my lord, you touch our heaviest 
loss. 
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With him our holy faith is doom'd to suffer ; 
With him our church shall veil her sacred front. 
The toil of saints, and price of martyrs' blood, 
Shall sail with Edward, and acain old Rome 
Shall spread her banners ; and her monkish host. 
Pride, ignorance, and rapine, shall return ; 
Blind bloody zeal, and cruel priestly power. 
Shall scourge the land for ten dark ages more. 

Sir J. G. Is there no help in all the healing art. 
No putent juice or drug to save a life 
So precious, and prevent a nation's fate ? 

North, Whal has been left untry*d that art could 
do? 
The hoary wrinkled Leech has watch'd and toil'd^ 
Try'd ev'ry health-restoring herb and gum, 
And weary 'd out his painful skill in vain. 
Some secret venom preys upon his heart. 

Sir J, G. Doubt not, your graces, but the. popish 
faction 
Will at this juncture urge their utmost force. 
All on the princess Mary turn their eyes, 
Well hoping she shall build again their altars. 
And bring their idol-worship back in triumph. 

North, Good Heav'n, ordain some better fate for 
England ! 

Suff, What better can we hope, if she should reign? 
I know her well, a blinded zealot is she, 
A gloomy nature, sullen and severe. 
Nurtur'd by proud presuming Romish priests. 
Taught to believe they only cannot err. 
Because they cannot err ; bred up in scorn 
Of reason, and the whole l^y world itistructed 
To hate whoe'er dissent from what they teach; 
To purge the world from heresy by blood, 
To massacre a nation, and believe it 
An act, well pleasing to the Lord of Mercy : 
These arc thy go^s, O Rome, and this thy faith I 
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North, And shall we tamely yield ourselves to bond- 
age? 
Bow down before these holy purple tyrants^ 
And bid them tread upon our slavish necks f 
No ; let this faithful free-born English hand 
First dig my grave in liberty and honour ; 
And though 1 found but one more thus resolv'd. 
That honest man and I would die together. 

Si^, Doubt not, there are ten thousand and ten 
thousand 9 
To own a cause so just. 

Sir J. G. The list, I gave 
Into your grace's hand last night, declares 
My power and friends at full. 

[To NORTI^UMBERLAVD. 

North. Be it your care, f 

Good Sir John Gates, to see your frienlds appointed 
And ready for the occasion. Haste this instant, 
Lose not a moment's time. 

Sir J. G. I go, my lord. [Exit Sir Johk Gates. 

North. Your grace's princely daughter, Lady Jane, 
Is she yet come to court ? 

Suff\ Not yet arriVd, 
But with the soonest I expect her here. 
I know her duty to the dying king, 
Join'd with my strict commands to hasten hither, 
Will bring her on the wing. 

North. 'Beseech your grace. 
To speed another messenger to press her ; 
For on her happy presence all our counsels 
Depend, and take their fate. 

Sugf. Upon the instant. 
Your grace shall be obeyed. I go to summon her* 

SExit Suffolk^ 
L ^dominion 
O'er wise men's counsels, and the fate of empire ( 
The greatest schemes that human wit can forge, 
Or bold ambition dares to put in practice, 
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Depend upon our husbanding a moment. 
And the light lasting of a woman's will ; 
She must be here, and lodg'd in Guilford's arms,. 
Ere Edward dies, or all we've done is marr'd. 
Ha ! Pembroke ! that's a bar ^hich thwarts my way f 
His fiery temper brooks not opposition, 
And must be met with soft and supple arts, 
^ Such as assuage the fierce, and bend the strong.^ 

Enter the Earl of Pembroke. 

Good-morrow, noble Pembroke : we have staid 
The meeting of the council for your presence. 

Pern. For mine, my lord ! you mock your servant 
sure. 
To say that lam wanted, where yourself. 
The great Alcides of our state, is present. 
Whatever dangers menace prince or people. 
Our great Northumberland is arm'd to meet them : 
The ablest head, and firmest heart you bear, 
Nor need a second in the glorious task ; 
Equal yourself to all the toils of empire. 

North, No ; as I honour virtue, 1 have tryM, 
And know my strength too well ! nor can the voice 
Of friendly flattery, like yours, deceive me, 
I know my temper liable to passions. 
And all the frailties common to our nature ; 
Much therefore have I need of some good man, 
Some wise and honest heart, whose friendly aid 
Might guide my treading thro' our present dangers; 
And, by the honour of my name I swear, 
I know not one of all our English peers. 
Whom I would chuse for that best friend, like Pern* 
broke. 
Pern. What shall I answer to a trust so noble ; 
This prodigality of praise and honour ? 
Were not your grace too generous of soul. 
To speak a language differing from your heart, 
How 'might I think you could not mean this goodness 

2 
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To- one, whom hif^ ill-fortune has ordain'd 
The rival of your son. 

North, No more ; I scorn a thought 
So much below the dignity of virtue. 
Tis true, I look on Guilford like a father, 
Lean to his side, and see but half his failings : 
But, on a point like this, when equal merit 
Stands forth to make its bold appeal to honour. 
And calls to have the balance held in justice; 
Away with all the fondnesses of nature ! 
I judge of Pembroke and my son alike. 

Pern. I ask no more to bind me to your service. 

North, The realm is now at hazard, and bold foe 
tions 
Threaten change, tumult, and disastrous days. 
These fears drive out the gentler thoughts of joy, 
Of courtship, and of love. Grant, Heav'n, the state 
To fix in peace and safety once again ; 
Then speak your passion to the princely maid. 
And fair success attend you. For myself, 
My voice shall go as far for you my lord, 
As for my son, and beauty be the umpire. 
But now a heavier matter calls upon us ; 
The king with life just laboring; and I fear, 
The council grow impatient at our stay. 

Pern- One moment's pause, and I attend your grace* 

[Exit North UMSEKLAND* 
Old Winchester cries to me oft. Beware 
Of proud Northumberland. The testy prelate. 
Fro ward with age, with disappqj|M hopes. 
And zealous for old Rome, jaiM|r the duke. 
Suspecting him to favour the new teachers : 
Yet ev'n in that, if I judge right, he errs. 
But were it so, what are these monkish quarrels. 
These wordy wars of prOud ill-manner'd schoolmen, 
To us and our lay interest? Let them rail 
And worry one another at their pleasure. 
This duke, of late, by many worthy offices. 
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Has sought my friendship. And yet more, his son. 
The noblest youth our England has to boast of. 
Has made me long the partner of his breast. 

Enter Lord Guilford. 

Oh, Guilford ! just as thou wert entVing here, 
My thought was running all thy virtues over. 
And wondering how thy soul could chuse a partner 
So much unlike itself. 

CruiL How could my tongue 
Take pleasure and be lavish in thy praise ! 
Thou art the man in whom my soul delights, 
In whom, next Hea/n, I trust. 

Pern. Oh, generous youth ; 
What can a heart, stubborn and fierce, like mine, 

Return to all thy sweetness? Yet I would, 

I would be grateful. Oh, my cruel fortune ! 

'Would I had never seen her, never cast 
Mine eyes on Suifolk's daughter ! 

Gail. So would I ! 
Since 'twas my fate to see and love her first. 
But tell me, Pembroke, is it not in virtue 
To arm against this proud imperious passion ? 
Does holy friendship dwell so near to envy, 
She could not bear to see another happy, 
If blind mistaken chance, and partial beauty 
Should join to favour Guilford ? 

Pern. Name it not ; 
My fiery spirits ki^^at the thought, 
And hurry me to i^B 

GuU, And yet I Hnk 
I should not murmur, were thy lot to prosper^ 
And mine to be refused. Though sure, the loss 
Would wound me to the heart. 

Pern. Ha ! Couldst thou bear it ? 
And yet perhaps thou might'st ; thy gentle temper 
Is form'd with passions mix'd with due proportion. 
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Where no one overbears nor plays the tyrant, 
. While mine, disdaining reason and her laws. 
Like all thou canst imagine wild and furious, 
Now drive me headlong on, now whirl me back, 
And hurl my unstable flitting soul 
To ev'ry mad extreme. 

Enter Sir Johk Gates. 

Sir J. G, The Lords of council 
Wait with impatience.-^— 

Pern, I attend their pleasure. 
This only, and no more then. Whatsoever 
Fortune decrees, still let us call to mind 
Our friendship and our honour. And since love 
Condemns us to be rivals for one prize. 
Let us contend, as friends and brave men ought^ 
With openness and justice to each other; 
That he, who wins the fair-one to his arms, 
May take her as tjie crown of great desert, 
And if the wretched loser does repine. 
His own heart and the world may all condemn him. 

^ ., „,, . , . [£j^V Pembkoke. 

iruu. Where is that piercing foresight can unfold 
Where all this mazy error will have end, 
And tell the doom reserved for me and Pembroke i 
And see, the mistress of our fate appears ! 

Enter Lady Jake Grey and Attendants. 

Mail, princely maid ! who with auspicious beauty 
Cheer'st ev'ry drooping heart in this sad place • 
Who, like the silver regent of the night, ' 

Lift'st up thy sacred beams upon the land. 
To bid the gloom look gay, dispel our horrors, 
And make us less lament the setting sun. 

Lady J. G. Yes, Guilford ; well dost thoU compare 
my presence 
To the faint comfort of the waning moon : 
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Like her, cold orb, a cheerless gleam I being : 
Silence and heaviness of heart, with dews 
To dress the face of nature all in tears* 
Bqt say, how fores the king? 

Chttl. He lives as y^t, 
But ev'ry moment cuts away a hppfe» 
Adds to our fears, and gives the infant saint 
Great prospect of his op'ning Heaven. 

Lady J. G. Descend ye chpirs of angels to reocdvc 
him. 
Tune your melodious harps to some high strain. 
And waft him upwards with a song of triuipph ; 
A purer soul, and one more like yourselves. 
Ne'er entered at the golden gates of bliss^ 
Oh, Guilford ! What remains for wretched England, 
When he, our guardian angel, shall forsake us ? 
For whose dear sake Heav'n spar'd a guilty land, 
And scatter'd not its plagues while EdwaEd reignM. 

Guil. I own my heart bleeds inward at the thought, 
And rising horrors crowd the op'ning scene. 
And yet, forgive me, thou, my native country. 
Thou land of liberty, thou nurse of heroes, 
Forgive me, if, in spite of all thy dangers. 
New springs of pleasure flow within my bosom, 
When thus 'tis giv'n me to behold those e)^8, 
Thus gaze and wonder, how ex<;elling nature 
Can give each day new patterns of her skill, 
And yet at once surpass them. 

Lady J. G. Oh, vain flattery ! 
Harsh and ill-soundi|>g ever to my ear; 
But on a day like this, the raven's note 
Strikes on my sense more sweetly. But, no more, 
I charge thee touch the ungrateful theme no more ; 
Lead me, to pay my duty to the king, 
To wet his pale qold hand with these last tears. 
And share the blessings of his parting breath. 

Gvil, Were I like dying Edward, sure a touch 
Of this dear hand woul4 kindle life anew. 
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But I obey, I dread that gathering frown ; 
And, oh, whene'er my bosom swells with passion^ 
And my full heart is pain'd with ardent love, 
Allow me but to look on you, and sigh ; 
'Tis all the humble joy that Guilford asks. 

Ladff J. G. Still wilt thou frame thy speech to 
this vain purpose, 
When the wan king of terrors stalks before us. 
When universal ruin gatheis round, 
And no escape is left us ? Are we not 
Dke wretches in a storm, whom ev'ry moment 
The greedy deep is gaping to devour ? 
Around us see the pale despairing crew 
Wring their sad hands, and give their labour o'er; 
The hope of life has ev'ry heart forsook, 
And horror sits on each distracted look ; 
One solemn thought of death does all employ, 
Anfd cancels, like a dream, delight and joy. 
One sorrow strea]B|£rom all their weeping eyes, 
And one coDsenti^voice, for mercy cries; 
Trembling, they dread just Heaven's avenging 

power ; 
Mourn their past lives, and wait the fatal hour. 
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ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 



The Court. 



Enter the Duke of Northumberland and the 

Duke of Suffolk. 

North. Yet then be cheer'd, my heart, amidst thy 
mourning. 
Though fate hang heavy o'er Qft||ho' pale fear 
And wild distraction sit on ev'^Rce ; 
Though never day of grief was known like this. 
Let me rejoice, and bless the hallowed light, 
Whose beams auspicious shine upon our union » . 
And bid me call the noble Suffolk brother. 

Sufi I know not what my secret soul presage, 
But something seems to whisper me within, 
That we have been too hasty. For myself, 
I wish this matter had been yet delay'd ; 
That ¥re had waited some more ble^ed time, 
Some better day, with happier omens hallowed. 
For love to kindle up his holy flame. 
But you, my noble brother, would prevail. 
And I have yielded to you. 

North. Doubt not any thing ; 
Nor hold the hour unlucky, that good Heaven, 
Who softens the corrections of his hand, 
And mixes still a comfort with afflictions, 
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Has given to-day a blessing in our children. 
To wipe away our t<rars for dying Edw&rd. 

Si^. In that I trust. Good angels foe our guard. 
And make my feare prove vain. But see ! My 

wife ! 
With her, your son, the generous Guilford comes ; 
She has informed him of our present purpose. 

Enter the Duchess of Suffolk and Ix)rd Gvii.« 

FORD. 

Lord G, How shall I speak the fulness of my 
heart ? 
What shall I say to bless you for this goodness ? . 
Oh, gracious princess ! But my life is yours, 
And all the business of my years to come, 
Is, to attend with humblest duty on you, 
And pay my vow'd obedience at your feet. 

Duchess S. Yes, noble youth, I share in all thy joys. 
In all the joys, which this sad day can give. 
The dear delight I have to call thee son, 
C#mes like a cordial to my drooping spirits ; 
It broods with gentle warmth upon my bosom, * 
And melts that frost of death which hung about me. 
But haste ! Inform my daughter of our pleasure: 
Let thy tongue put on all her pleasing eloquence. 
Instruct thy love to speak of comfort to her. 
To sooth her griefs, and cheer the mourning maid. 

North. All desolate and drown'd in flowing tears. 
By Edward's bed the pious princess sits; 
Fast from her lifted eyes the pearly drops 
Fall tiickling o'er her cheek, while holy ardour 
And fervent zeal pour forth her labVing soul ; 
And ev'ry sigh is wing'd with pray'rs so potent, 
As,^trive with Heav'n to save her dying lord. 

Duchess S. From the first early days of infant liftf, 

c3 
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A gentle l>and of friendship grew betwixt them ; 
And while our royal uncle Henry reign'd, 
As brother and as sister bred together. 
Beneath one common parent's care they liv'd. 

North. A wondrous sympathy of souls conspir'd 
To form the sacred union. Lady Jane 
Of all his royal blood was still the dearest ; 
In ev'ry innocent delight they shared, 
They sung, and danc'd, and sat, and walkM together ; 
Nay, in the graver business of his youth, 
When books and learning call'd him from his sports, 
£v'n there the princely maid was his companion. * 
She left the shining court to share his toil. 
To turn with him the grave historian's page, 
And taste the rapture of the poet's song ; 
To search the Latin and the Grecian stores, 
And wonder at the mighty minds of old. 

Enter Lady Jane Gret, weeping. 

Lady J. G. Wilt thou not break, my heart !~ 
Sf^. Alas ! What mean'st thou f 
Guil. Oh ! speak ! * 

Duchess S. How {ares the king? 
North. Say, Is he dead ? 
Lady J. G. The saints and angels have him. 
Duchess S, When I left him, 
He seeiti'd a little cheer'd, just as you entered- 



Lady J, G, As I approach'd to kneel and pay my 
duty, 

He rais'd his feeble eyes, and faintly smiling, 
Are you then come ? he cry'd ; I only liv'd, 
To bid farewell to thee, my gentle cousin ; 
To speak a few short words to thee, and die. 
With that he prcss'd my hand, and oh ! — he said, 
When I am gone, do thou be good to England, 
Keep to that faith in which we both were bred. 
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And to the end bt constant. More I would, 
But cannot — ^There his faulfring spirits faiFd, 
And turning ev'ry thought from earth at once 
To that best place where all his hopes were fix'd. 

Earnest he pray'd ; Merciful, great Defender ! " 

Preserve thy holy altars undefil'd, 
Protect this land from bloody men and idols, 
Save my poor people from the yoke of Rome, 
And take thy painful servant to thy mercy. 
Then sinking on his pillow, with a sig(), 
He breatVd his innocent and faithful soul 
Into His hands who gave it. 

Gnil. Crowns of glory, 
Such as the brightest angels wear, be on him : 
Peace guard his ashes here, and paradise, 
With all its endless bliss be open to him. 

North. Our grief be on his grave. Our present duty 
Enjoins to see his last commands obey'd. 
I hold it fit his death be not made known 
To any but our friends. To«-morrow early 
The council shall assemble at the Tower. 
Mean while, I beg your grace would strait inform 

[To the Duchess of Suffolk • 
Your princely daughter of our resolution ; 
Our common interest in that happy tie. 
Demands our swiftest care to see it finished. 

Duchess S. My lord, you have determined well* 
Lord Guilford, 
Be it your task to speak at large our purpose. 
Daughter,* receive this lord as one whom I, 
Your father, and his own, ordain your husband : 
What more concerns our will, and your obedience. 
We leave you to receive from him at leisure. 
[Exeunt Duke and Duchess of Suffolk, and 

Duke of Northumberland, 
GuiL Wilt thou not spare a moment from thy 
sorrows. 
And bid these bubbling streams ferbear to flow ? 
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WUt thou not give t)rie interval to joy ; 

One little pause, while humbly I unfold 

The happiest tale my tongue was ever blest with ? 

Lady J* Cr. My heart is dead within me, every sense 
Is dead to^joy ; but I will hear thee, Guilford, 
Nay, I must hear thee, such is her command. 
Whom early duty taught me still t'obey. 
Yet, oh ! forgive me, if to all the story, 
Though eloquence divine attend thy speaking. 
Though ev'ry muse and ev'ry grace do crown thee ; 
Forgive me, if I cannot better answer, 
Than weeping thus, and thus * - ■ 

Gilt/. If 1 offend thee. 
Let me be dumb for ever. 
What is my peace or h^piness to thine \ 
No ; though our noble parents had decreed, 
And urg'd high reasons, which import the state, 
This night to give thee to my faithful arms. 
My fairest bride, my only earthly bliss 

Lady J. G. How ! Guilford ! on this night? 

Gut/. This happy night : 
Yet if thou art resolv'd to cross my fate. 
If this my utmost wish shall give thee pain. 
Now rather let the stroke of death fall on me, 
And stretch me out a lifeless corpse before thee : 
Let me be swept away ;with things forgotten. 
Be huddled up in some obscure blind grave, 
£re thou shouldst say my love has made thee 

wretched. 
Or drop one single tear for Guilford's sake. 

Lady /. G. Alas 1 1 have too much of death already, 
And want not thine to furnish out new horror. 
Oh ! dreadful thought, if thou wert dea^ indeed, 
What hope were left me then ? Yes, I will own. 
Spite of the blush that burns my maiden cheek, 
My heart has fondly lean'd towards thee long : 
Thy sweetness, virtue, and unblemish'd youth, 
Have won a pliicc for thee within ray bosom : 
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And if my eyes look coldly on thee now, 
And shun thy love on this disastrous day, 
It is because I would not deal so hardly, 
To give thee sighs for ail thy faithful vows, 
And pay thy tenderness with nought but tears. 
And yet 'tis all I have. 

Guil» I ask no more ; 
Let me but call thee mine, confirm that hope, 
To charm the doubts, which vex my anxious soul ; 
For all the rest do thou allot it for me, 
And at thy pleasure portion out my blessings. 

Lady J. G. Here then I take thee to my heart for 
ever. [Giving her Hand. 

The dear companion of my future days:* 
Whatever Providence allots for each. 
Be that the common portion of us both ; 
Share all the griefs of thy unhappy Jane; 
But if good Heav'n has any joys in store, 
Let them be all thy own. , 

CruiL Thou wondrous goodness ! 
And, oh ! if, as my fond belief would hope, 
If any word of mine be gracious to thee, 
I beg thee, I conjure thee, drive away 
Those murd'rous thoughts of grief that kill thy quiet, 
Restore thy gentle bosom's native peace. 
Lift up the light of gladness in thy eyes. 
And cheer thy heaviness with one dear smile. 

Lady J. G. Yes, Guilford, I will study to forget 
All that the royal Edward has been to me, 
How we have lov'd, even from our very cradles* 
My private loss no longer will I mourn. 
But ev'ry tender thought to thee shall turn: 
With patience I'll submit to HeavVs decree. 
And what I lost in Edward find in thee. 
But, oh ! when I revolve what ruins wait 
Our sinking altars and the falling state : 
When I consider what my native land 
Expccte^l from her pious sov'reign's hand ] 
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How formed lie was to save her from distress, 
A king to govern, and a saint to bless : 
New sorrow to my laboring breast succeeds, 
And my whole heart for wretched England bleeds. 

[Exit Ladt Jane Gb,bt. 
GuiL My heart sinks in me, at her soft complaining ; 
And evVy moving accent that she breathes 
Resolves ttiy courage, slackens my tough nerves, 
And toeks me down to infancy and teara. 

Entlir Pemb'roke. 

* 

Pern* Edward is dead ; so said the great North- 
umberland, 
As now he shot along by me in haste. 
See, my Guilford ! [Speakmg to him. 

My friend ! 

Guil. Ha! Pembroke! [Starting. 

Pern. Wherefore dost ihou start ? 
Why sits that wild disorder on thy visage. 
Somewhat that looks like passions strange t6 thee, 
The paleness of surprise and ghastly fear ! 
Since I have known thee drst, and caird th«e friend, 
I iiever saw th^e so unlike thyself, 
So chang*d upon a sudden. 

Guil. How ! so changed ! 

Pern. So to my eye thou seem'st. 

CruU. The king is dead. 

Pern, I learn'd it from thy father, 
Just as I enter'd here. But say, could that, 
A fate which ev'ry moment we expected. 
Distract thy thought, or shock thy temper thus ? 

Cruil. Oh ! Pembroke ! 'tis in vain to hide from the^ ! 
For thou hast look'd into my artless bosom, 
And seen at once the hurry of my soul. 
Tis true thy coming struck me with surprise. 

I have a thought-; But wherefore said I one ? 

I have a thousand thoughts all .up in arms. 
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Pern. Thou koow'st thou art so dear, so saci^d to 
me, 
That I can never think thee an offender. 
If it were so, that I indeed must judge thee» 
I should take part with thee against myself. 
And call thy £ault a virtue. 

GtiiL But suppose 
The thought were somewhat that concerned our love. 

Pan- Speak then, and ease the doubts that shock 
my soul. 

Gut/. Suppose thy Guilford's better stars prevail, 
And crown his love 

Pern. Say not, suppose : 'tis done. 
Thou hast prevaricated with thy friend. 
By under-hand contrivances undone me : 
And while my open nature trusted in thee. 
Thou hast stept in between me and my hopes. 
And ravish'd from m^ all my soul held d^ar. 
Thou hast betray'd m e 

Gnil. How ! betray'd thee, Pembroke } 

Pern, Yes, falsely, like a traitor. 

Gttil, Have a care. 

Pern, But think not I will bear it long* 
My injur'd honour. 

Impatient of the wrong, calls for revenge ; 
And tho' 1 love thee fiandly 

Guil. Hear me yet. 
And Pembroke shall acquit me to himself. 
Hear, while I tell how fortune dealt between us^ 
And gave the yielfJing beauty to my arms 

Pern. What, hear it ! Stand and, listen to thy tri- 
umph! 
Thou think'st me tame indeed. No, hold, 1 charge 

thee, 
Lest I forget that ever we were friends. 
Lest, in the rage of disappointed love, 
J rush at once, and tear thee for thy falsehood. 
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Guil. Thou warn'st me well; and I were rash as 
thou art, - 
To trust the secret sum of all my happiness 
With one not master of himself. Farewell. [Going, 

Pern, Ha ! art thou going } Think not thus to part. 
Nor leave me on the wreck of this incertainty. 

Guil. What wouldst thou further ? 

Pern, Tell it to me all ; 
Say thou art marry'd, say thou hast possessed her. 
And rioted in vast excess of bliss ; 
That I may curse myself, and thee, and her. 
Come, tell me how thou didst suppiant th^ friend f 
How didst thou look with that betraying face, 
And smiling plot my ruin ? 

GuU. Give me way. 
When thou art better tempered, Imay tell thee, 
And vindicate at full my love and friendship. 

Pern. No, I will have it now, this moment from 
thee. 
Or drag the secret out from thy false heart, 

GuU> Away, thou madman ! I would talk to winds, 
And reason with the rude tempestuous surge, 
Sooner than hold discourse with rage like thine. 

Pern. Tell it, or by my injur'd love I swear, . 

[Laying his Hand upon his Sword* 
111 stab the luijcing treason in thy heart. 

GuiL Ha ! stay thee there ; nor let thy frantic hand 

[Stopping him. 
Unsheath thy weapon. If the sword be drawn, 
If once we meet on terms like those, farewell 
To ev'ry bought of friendship ; one must fall. 

Pern. Curse on thy friendship ! I would break the 
band. 

Guil, That as you please — Beside, this place is sa* 
cred. 
And must not be profan'd with brawls and outrage* 
You know I dare be found on any summons. 

Pern. Tis well. My vengeance shall not loiter long.^ 
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Henceforward let the thoughts of our past iiyes 
Be turnM to deadly and remorseless hate* 
Here I give up the empty name of friend^ 
Renounce all gentleness, all commerce, with thee^ 
To death defy thee, as my mortal foe ; 
And when we meet again, may swift destruction 
Rid me of thee, or rid me of myself. 

[EsU Fbmbrokb. 
Gnil, The fate I ever fear'd is fall'n upon me ; 
And long ago my boding heart divin'd 
A breach like this from hb ungovem^d nge. 
Oh, Pembroke ! thou hast done me much injustice. 
For I have borne thee true^ unfeignM, affection ; 
'Tis past, and thou art lost to me for ever. 
Love is, or ought to be, our greatest bliss ; 
Since ev'ry other joy, how dear soever. 
Gives way to that, and we leave all for love. 
At the imperious tyrant's lordly call, 
In spite of reason or restraint we come; 
Leave kindred, parents, and our native home. 
The trembling maid, with all her fears he charms. 
And pulls her from her weeping mother^s arms : 
He laughs at all her leagues, and in proud scorn 
Commands the bands of irieodship to be torn ; 
Disdains a partner should partake his throne, 
But reigns unbounded, lawless, and alone* [£jpif. 



]> 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



6CBNS X. 



The T<mer. 



Enter Pembroke and GARDivEa. 

Gar. Nay, by the rood, my lord, you were to blame. 
To let a hair-brain*d passion be your guid^. 
And hurry you into such mad extremes. 
Marry, you might have made much worthy profit, 
By patient hearing; the unthinking. lord 
Had brought forth ev'ry secret of his soul ; 
Then when you were the master of his bosom, 
That was the time to use him with contempt, 
And turn his friendship back upon his hands. 

Pern. Thou talkst as if a roadman could be wise. 
Oh, Winchester ! thy hoary frozen age 
Can never guess my pain ; can never know 
The burning transports of untam'd desire. 
I tell thee, reverend lord, to that one bliss. 
To the enjoyment of that lovely maid, 
As to their centre, I had drawn each hope. 
And ev'ry wish my furious soul could form; 
Then, to be robb'd at once, and unsuspecting, 
Be dash'd in all the height of expectation ! 
It was not to be borne. 

Gar. Have you not heard of what has happen'd 
since? 

Pent. I have not had a minute's peace of mind, 
A moment's pause, to rest from rage, or thiuk. 
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Gar. Learn it from me then : But ere Ispcaky 
I warn you to be master of yourself. 
Though, as yon know, they have confin'd me long, 
<3rra*mercy to their goodness, pris'ner here-; 
Yet as I am allow'd to walk at large 
Within the Tower, and hold free speech with any, 
I have not dreamt away my thoughtless hours. 
Without good heed to these our righteous rulers. 
To prove this true, this morn a trusty spy 
Has brought me word, that yester ev'ning late, 
In spite of all the grief for Edward's death, 
Your friends were marry 'd. 

Pern. Marry^d ! who ?— ^ — 

Gar. Lord Guilford Dudley, and the lady Janfe. 

Pern, Curse on my stars ! 

Gar. Nay, in the name of Grace, 
Restrain this sinful passion ; airs not k>5t 
In this one single woman. 

Pern. I have lost 
More than the female world can give me bade. 
I had beheld C'ven her whole sex, nnmov'd. 
Looked o'er them like a bed of gaudy flowers, 
That lift their painted heads, and live a day, 
Then ^ed their trifling glories unregarded ; 
My heart disdain'd their beauties, till she came. 
With ev'ry grace that Nature's hand could give. 
And with a mind so great, it spoke its essence 
Immortal and divine. 

Gar. Your stale is not so h&d as you would make 

it; 
Nor need you thus abandon ev'ry hope. 
Pern. Ha! Wilt thou save me, snatch me from 
despair, 
And bid me live again. 

Gar. She may be yours. 
What if Lord Guilford f^,lls ? 
Pern. O vain, vain hope ! 
Gar. Marry, I do not hold that hope so vain. 

d2 
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• 

These gospellers have had their golden days. 
And lorded it at will ; with proud despite 
Have trodden down our holy Roman faith, 
Ransack'd our shrines, and driven our saints to exile. 
But if my divination fail me not, 
Their haughty hearts shall be abas'd ere long, 
And feel the vengeance of our Mary's reign. 
Ptm. And wouldst thou have my fierce impatience 

stay; 
Bid me lie bound upon a rack, and wait 
For distant joys, whole ages yet behind ? . 
Can love attend on politicians' schemes. 
Expect the slow events of cautious councils, 
Cold unresolving heads, and creeping time ? 
Gar. To-day, or I am ill-inform'd, Nortburober^ 

land. 
With easy Sufiblk, Guilford, and the rest. 
Meet here in council on some deep design, 
Some traitorous contrivance, to protect 
Their upstart faith from near approaching riiin. 
But there are punishments — ^halters and axes 
For traitors, and consuming flames for heretics ; 
The happy bridegroom may be yet cut short, 
Ev'n in his highest hope— -^But go not you ; 
Howe'er the fawning sire, old Dudley, court you ; 
No, by the holy rood, I charge you, mix not 
With their pernicious counsels. ^Mischief waiU 

them. 
Sure, certain, unavoidable destruction. 

Pern. Ha ! join with them ! the cursed Dudley's 

race ! 
Who, while they held me in their arms, betray'd me ; 
Scorn'd itie for not suspecting they were villains, 
And made a mock'ry of my easy friendship! 
No, when I do, dishonour be my portion, 
And swift perdition catch me; — -join with them ! • 
Gar, 1 would not have you — Hie you to the city, 
And jctin with those that love our ancient faith. 



w 
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Gather your friends about you, and be ready 

T* assert our zealous Mary's royal title, 

And doubt not but her grateful hand shall give you 

To see your sou Ks desire upon your enemies. 

The church shall pour her ample treasures forth too. 

And pay you with ten thousand years of pardon. 

Pern, No^ give me vengeance : 
Give me to tell that soft d^eiver, Guilfindy 
Thus, traitor, hast thou done, thus hast thou wron 

me, 
And thus thy treason finds a just reward. 

Gar, But soft ! no more ! the lords o'the <:ouncil 
come. 
Ha ! by the mass, the bride and bridegroom too ! 
Retire with me, my lord ; we must not meet them. 

Pern, Tis they themselves ! 
Haste, Winchester, haste ! let us fly for ever, 
And drive her from my very thoughts, if possible. 
Oh ! Jove, what have I lost 1 Oh, reverend lord ! 
Pity this fond, this foolish weakness in me ! « 
Methinks, I go like our first wretched father. 
When from his blissful garden he was driven : 
Like me he went despairing, and like roe. 
Thus at the gate stopp'd short for one last view ! 
Then with the cheerless partner of his woe. 
He turn'd him to the world that lay below : 
There, for his Eden's happy plains, beheld 
A barren, wild, uncomfortable field ; 
He saw 'twas vain his ruin to deplore. 
He tr/d to give the sad remembrance o'er ; 
The sad remembrance still retum'd again, 
And his lost paradise renew'd his pain. 

[Exeunt Pembroke and Gardiner. 

- Enter \jokh Guilford and Lady Jane. 

Guil. What shall I say to thee ! What power divine 
Will teach my tongue to tell thee what I feel? 
To pour the transports of my bosom forth 

d3 ' 
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• And make thee partner of the joy dwells there f 
For thou art comfortless, full of afflictioni 

, Heavy of heart as the forsaken widow, 
And desolate as orphans. Oh ! my fair one ! 
Thy Edward shines amongst the brightest stars. 
And yet thy sorrows seek him in the grave. 

tLady J. 6. Alas ! my dearest lord! a thousand griefe 
let my anxious heart : and yet, as if 
e burden were too little, I have added 
The weight of all thy cares ; and, like the miser. 
Increase of wealth has made me but more wretched. 
The morning light seems not to rise as usual. 
It draws not to me, like my virgin days. 
But brings new thoughts and other fears upon me ; 
I tremble, and my anxious heart is pain'd, 
Lest aught but good should happen to my Guilford. 

CrviL Nothing but good can happen to thy Guil- 
ford, 
While thou art by his side, his better angel, 
His blessing and his guard. 

lady J. G. Why came we hither ? 
Why was I drawn to this unlucky place, 
This Tower, so often stain'd with royal blood? 
Here the fourth Edward's helpless sons were mar* 

der'd. 
And pious Henry fell by ruthless Gloster : 
Is this the place allotted for rejoicing ? 
The bower adorned to keep our nuptial feast in ? 
Methinks suspicion and distrust dwell here, 
Staring with meagre forms thro' grated windows; 
Death lurks within, and unrelenting punishment : 
Without grim danger, fear, and fiercest power 
Sit on the rude old towers, and Gothic battlements ; 
While horror overlooks the dreadful wall,' ^ 

And frowns on all around. 

Gut/. In safety here. 
The lords o' th' council have this morn decreed 
To meet, and with united care support 
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The feeble tottering state. . To thee, my princess. 
Whose royal veins are rich, in Henry's blood. 
With one consent the noblest heads are bow'd : 
From thee they ask a sanction to their counsels, 
And from thy healing hand expect a ture, 
For England 8 loss in Edward. 

Lady J. G. How ! from me ! 
^ Alas ! my lord — But sure thou mean'st to mock me? 

GuU, No ; by the love my faithful heart is full of ! 
But see, thy mother, gracious Suffolk, comes 
To intercept my story : she shall tell thee ; 
For in her look I read the laboring thought. 
What vast event thy fate is now disclosing. 

Enter the Duchess ^Suffolk. 

Duche$8 S, No more complain, indulge thy tears 

no more, 
Thy pious grief has giv'n the grave its due : 
Xet thy heart kindle with the highest hopes^ ' 
Expand thy bosom, let thy soul enlarged, ^ 
Make room to entertain the coming gloiy ! 
For majesty and purple greatness court thee ; 
Homage and low subjection wait : a crown. 
That makes the princes of the earth like gods ; 
A crdwn, my daughter, England's crown attends. 
To bind thy brows with its imperial wreath. 
• Lady J. G. Amazement chills my yeins ! What says 

my mother? • 
Du^€S8 S. Tis Heaven's decree ; for our expiring 

Edward, 
When now, just struggling to his native skies, 
Ev'n on the verge of heav'n, in sight of angels, 
That hovered round to waft him to the stars. 
Even then declared my Jane for his successor. 
Lady J. G. Could Edward do this ? could the dying 

saint 
Bequeath his crown to me? Oh ! fatal bounty ! 
To me! but 'tis impossible ! We dream. 
A thousand and a thousand bars oppose me, 
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Rise in my way, and intercept my passage* 

Ev'n you, my gracious mother^ what must you be. 

Ere 1 can be a queen f 

Duckese S. That, and that only, 
Thy mother ; fonder of that tender nane. 
Than all the proud additions pow'r can giv«* 
Yes, I will give up all my share of greatness^ 
And live in low obscurity for ever, 
To see thee rais'd, thou darling of my heart, 
And iix'd upon a throne. But see : thy father, 
Northumberland, with all the council, come 
To pay their vow'd allegiance at thy feet, 
To kneel, and call thee queen. 

Lad^ J. G. Support me, Guilford ; 
Give me thy aid ; stay thou my fainting soul, 
And help me to repress this growing danger* 

Enter Suffolk, Noiithumbeklakd, Lords, and 
others of the Privy Council. 

North. Hail, sacred princess, sprung from ancient 
kings. 
Our England's dearest hope, undoubted ofispring 
Of York and Lancaster's united line ; 
By whose bright zeal, by whose victorious faith, 
Guarded and fenced around our pure religion, 
That lamp of truth which shines upon our altars, 
Shall lift its golden head, and flourish long ; 
Beneath whose awful rule, and righteous sceptirey 
The plenteous years shall roll in long succession ; 
Law shall prevail, and ancient right take place, 
Fair liberty shall lift her cheerful head. 
Fearless of tyranny and proud oppression ; 
No sad complaining in our streets shall cry, 
But justice shall be exercised in mercy. 
Hail, royal Jane ! behold, we bend our knees, 

[T% kneeL 
'T'^o pledge of homage, and thy land's obedience ; 
' umblest duty thus we kneel, and own tbee 
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Our liege, our sovereign lady, and our queen. 

Lady J. G. Oh, rise, 
My father, rise !. [To Svvr, 

And you, my father, too! [To North. 

Rise, all, nor cover me ^ith this confusion. [They rwe. 
What means this mock, this masquing show of great- 
ness ? 
Why do you hang these pageant glories on me, 
And dress me up in honours not my own ? 

North, The daughters of our late great master 
Henry, 
Stand both by law excluded from succession. 
To make all firm. 

And &X. a power unquestioned in your hand, 
Edward, by will, bequeathed his crown to you : 
And the concurring lords in council met. 
Have ratify'd the gift. 

Lady J. G. Are crowns and empire. 
The government and safety of mankind. 
Trifles of such light moment, to be left 
Like some rich toy, a ring, or fanc^'d gem, 
The pledge of parting friends ? Can kings do thus, 
And give away a people for a legacy ? 

North, Forgive me, princely lady, if my wonder 
Seizes each sense, each faculty of mind. 
To see the utmost wish the great can form, 
A crown, thus coldly met : A crown, which slighted. 
And left in scorn by you, shall soon be sought. 
And find a joyful wearer ; one, perhaps. 
Of blood unkindred to your royal house. 
And ^x its glories in another line. 

Lady J, G, Where art thou now, thou partner of 
my cares } \Tumvng to Guilford. 

Come to my aid, and help to bear this burden : 
Oh ! save me from this sorrow, this misfortune. 
Which in the shape of gorgeous greatness comes 
To crown, and make a wretch of me for ever. 
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Gml* Thou weep'st, my queen, and hang'st thy 
drooping head, 
Like nodding poppies, heavy with the rain, 
That bow their weary necks, and bend to earth. 
See, by thy side, thy faithful GuiKord stands, 
Prepard to keep distress and danger from thee, 
To wear thy. sacred cause upon his sword, 
And war against the world in thy defence. 

North, Oh ! stay t-bis inauspicious stream of tearsy 
And cheer your people with one gracious smile. 
Nor comes your fate in such a dreadful form 
To bid you shun it. Turn those sacred eyes 
On the bright prospect empire spreads before you* 
Methinks I see you seated on the throne ; 
Beneath your feety the kingdom's great degrees 
In bright confusion shine, mitres and coronets, 
The various ermine, and the glowing purple ; 
Assembled senates wait with awful dread. 
To 'firm your high commands, and make them fate. 

Lady J. G. You turn to view the paivnfted si^ of 
royalty. 
And cover all the cares that lurk beneath* 
I3 it, to be a queen, to sit aldft. 
In solemn, dull, uncomfortable state. 
The flatter'd idol of a servile court ? 
Is it to draw a pompous train along, 
A pageant, for the wondVing crowd to gaze at? 
Is it, in wantonness of power to reign. 
And make the world subservient to my pleasure* 
Is it not rather, to be greatly, wretched, 
To watch, to toil, to take a sacred charge. 
To bend each day before high Heav'n, and own, 
This people hast thou trusted to my hand. 
And at my hand, I know, thou shalt require them f 
Alas, Northumberland ! — My father ! — Is it not 
To live a life of care, and when I die. 
Have more to answer for before my Judge^ 
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Than any of my subjects ? 

Duke o. Ev'ry state. 
Allotted to the race of man bdow^ 
Is, in proportion, doom'd to taste some sorrow. 
Nor is the golden wreath on a king's brow , 
Exempt from care; and yet,, who would not bear it? 
Think on the monarchs of our royal race, 
They liv'd not for themselves : how many blessings. 
How many lifted hands shall pay thy toil, 
f f for thy people's good thou happ'ly borrow 
Some portions from the hours of rest, and wake 
To give the world repose ! 

Su0^. Behold, we stand upon the brink of ruin, 
And only thou canst save u&. Persecution, 
That fiend of Rome and hell, prepares her tortures ; 
See where she comes in Mary^ priestly train ! 
Still wilt thou doubt; till thou behold her stalk. 
Red with the blood of martyrs, and wide wasting 
O'er England's bosom ? All the mourAg year 
Our towns shall glow with unextinguisFd fires ; 
Our youth on racks shall stretch their crackling 

bones; 
Our babes shall sprawl on consecrated spears ; 
Matrons and husbands, with their new-born infants, 
Shall bum promiscuous ; a coDtinu'd peal 
Of lamentations, groans, and shrieks, shall sound, 
Through all our purple ways^ 

6ruc7« Amidst that ruin. 
Think thou behold'st thy Guilford's bead laid low^ 
Bloody and pal o 

Laay J. G* Oh ! spare the dreadfol image ! 

GuU. Oh ! would the misery be bounded thefe^ 
My life were lUtle ; but the rage of Rome 
Demands whole hecatombs, a land of victims* 
With superstition con>es^ that other fiend^ 
That bajie of peace, of arts and virtue, tyranny; 
That foe of justice, scorner of all law ; 
That beast, which thinks mankind were born for one. 
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And made by Heaven to be a monster's prey; 
That heaviest curse of groaning nations tyranny* 
Mary shall, by her kindred Spain, be taught 
To bend our. necks beneath a brazen yoke, 
And rule o'er wretches with an iron sceptre. 
Lady J. G. Avert that judgment, Heav'n! 
Whate er thy providence allots for me, 
In mercy spare my country. 

Gui7, Oh, my queen ! 
Does not thy great, thy generous heart relent^ 
To think this land, for liberty so fam'd, 
Shall have her towery front at once laid low. 
And robb'd of all its glory ? Oh ! my country ! 
Oh ! fairest Albion ! empress of the deep. 
How have thv noblest sons, with stubborn valour, 
Stood to the last, d/d many a field in blood, 
In dear defence of birth-right and their laws ! 
And shall those hands which fought the cause of 

freediMi^ 
Be manacled m base unworthy bonds : 
Be tamely yielded up, the spoil, the slaves 
Of hair-brain'd zeal, and cruel coward priests ! 
Lady J. G, Yes, my lov'd lord, my soul is mov'd 
like thine, 
At evVy danger which invades our England ; 
My cold heart kindles at the great occasion. 
And could be more than man in her defence. 
But where is my commission to redress? 
Or whence my pow'r to save ? Can Edward^s will^ 
Or twenty met in council, make a queen ? 
Can you, my l^rds, give me the po^yer to canvas 
A doubtful title with king Henry's daughters ? 
Where are the rev'rend sages of the law, 
To guide me with their wisdoms, and point out 
The paths which right and justice bid me tread \ 

North, The judges all attend, and will at leisure 
Resolve you ev'ry scruple. 
Lady J. G. They expound ; 
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But where are those^ my lord, that make the laW? 
Where are the ancient. honours of the reakoy 
The nobles, with the initred fathers joinM. } 
The wealthy commons solemnly assembled ? 
Where is that voice of a consenting people, 
To pledge the universal faith with mine. 
And call me justly queen } 

North, Nor shall that long 
Be wanting to your wish. The lords and commons 
Shall, at your royal bidding, soon assemble^ 
And with united homage own your title. 
Delay not then to meet the general wish. 
But be our queen, be England^s better angel. 
Nor let mistaken piety betray you 
To join with cruel iVJ&ry in our ruin: 
Her bloody faith commands her to destroy, 
And yours forbids to save. 

Gttilp Our foes, already 
High in their hopes^ devote us all to death c 
The dronish monks, the scorn and shame of manhood, 
Rouse and prepare once more to take possession. 
To nestle in their ancient hives again : 
Again they furbish up their holy trumpery, 
Relicks and wooden wonder-working saints 
Whole loads of lumber and religious rubbish, 
In high procession mean to bring them back,^ 
And place the puppets in their shrines again : 
While those of ke^ier malice, savage E^onner, 
And deep-designing Gardiner, dream of vengeance ; . 
Devour the blood of innocents, ia hope ; - . 
Like vultures, snaff the slaughter in the wind. 
And speed their flight to havoq and the prey^ 
Haste then, and save us, while ^tis given to save 
Your country, your religion. 

North. Save your friends ! 

Suff. Your father! 

Duchess S. Mother ! 

GuU. Husband! 
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Lady J, O* Take mei crown me. 
Invest me with this royal wretchedness ; 
Let me not know one happy minute more ; 
Let all niy sleepless nights be spent in care^ 
My days be fix'd in tumults and alarms ; 
If only I can save you> if my fate 
Has mark'd me out to be the public victim, 
I take the lot with joy. Yes, I will die 
For that eternal truth my faith is fix'd on. 
And that dear native land which gave me birth. 

Guil. Wake ev'ry tuneful instrument to tell it^ 
And let the trumpet^s sprightly note proclaim 
My Jane is England's queen ! Let the loud cannon 
In peals of thunder speak it to Augusta; 
Imperial Thames, catch thou the sacred sound. 
And roll it to the subject ocean down : 
Tell the old deep, and all thy brother floods, 
My Jane is empress of the wat'ry world! 

Lady J. G,' Oh, Guilford! what do we give up 
for glory ! 
For glory ! that's a toy I would not purchase ; 
An idle, empty bubble. But for Ei^land! 
What must we lose for that ? Since then my fate 
Has forc'd this hard exchange upon my will, 
Let gracious Heav'n allow me one request : 
For that blest peace in which I once did dwell, 
For books, retirement, and my studious cell, 
For all those joys my happier days did prove. 
For Plato, and his academic grove ; . 
All that I ask, is, tho' my fortune frown, 
And bury me beneath this fatal crown; 
Let that one good be added to my doom, 
To save this land from tyranny find Rome; [Exeunt^ 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE T, 



The Tower. 



Enter Pem broke and Gardiner. 

Gar. In an unlucky and accursed hour 
Set forth that traitor .duke, that proud Northumber- 
land, 
To draw his sword upon the side of heresy, 
And war against our Mary's holy right : 
111 fortune fly before, and pave his way 
With disappointments, mischief, and defeat ; 
Do thou, O holy Becket, the protector. 
The champion, and the martyr of bur church. 
Appear, and once more own the cause of Rome: 
Beat down his lance, break thou his sword in battle, 
And cover foul rebellion with confusion. 

Pem. I saw him marching at his army's head; 
I mark'd him issuing thro' the city gate 
In harness all appointed, as he pass'd ; 
And (for he wore his beaver up) could read 
Upon his visage^ horror and dismay. 
No voice of cheerful salutation cheered him ; 
None wish'd his arms might thrive, or bade God speed 

him; 
But through a staring ghastly looking crowd, 
Unhaird, unbless'd, with heavy heart he went: 
As if his traitor father^s haggard ghost. 
And Somerset, fresh bleeding from the axe, 
On either hand had usher'd him to ruin. 

B 2 
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Gar. Nor shall the holy vengeance loiter long. 
At Farmingham, in Suffolk, lies the queen, 
Mary, our pious mistress : where each day 
The nobles of the land, and swarming populace. 
Gather, and list beneath her royal ensigns. 
The fleet, commanded by Sir Thomas Jerningham^ 
Set out in warlike mantier to oppose her, 
With one consent have join'd to own her cause : 
The valiant Sussex, and Sir Edward Hastings, 
With many more of note, are up in arms, 
And all declare for her. 

Pew. The citizens, .-> 

Who held the noble Somerset right dear. 
Hate this aspiring Dudley and his race. 
And' would upon the instant join t'oppo^e him ; 
Could we but draw some of the lords o'th' council 
T'appear among them. 
For that purpose. 
To thee, as to an oracle, I come. 

Gar. Since the proud duke set out, I have had con^ 
ference. 
As fit occasion serv'd, with divers of them, 
The Earl of Arundel) Mason, and Cbeyney^ 
And find them all disposed as we could ask. 
By holy Mary, if I count aright, 
To-day the better part shall leave this place, 
And meet at Baynard's castle in the city ; 
There own our sovereign's title, and defy 
Jane and hdr gospel-crew. But hie you hence! 
This place is still within our foes' command, 
Their puppet*queen reigns here. 

9 

I 

Enter an Officea with a Guard. 

' Offi» Seize on them both. 

[Guards seize Pembroke and Gardiner. 
My Iprdf ygu are a p;is'ner to the state. 
Pern. Ha! by whose order T 
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Offi. By the queen's commandy 
Signed and delivered by Lord Guilford Dudley* 

Pan, Curse on his traitor's heart ! 

Gar, Rest y^^ contented : 
You have loiter'd here too long ; but use your pa^ 

tience, 
These bonds shall not be lasting^ 

Offi, As for you, sir, \To Gardiner* 

Tis the queen's pleasure you be dose confin'd : 
You've us'd that fair permission was allow'd you, 
To walk at large within the tower, unworthily. 
You're noted for an over-busy meddler, 
A secret practiser against the state ; 
For which, henceforth, your limits shall be straiter^ 
Hence, to your chamber! 

.Gar. Farewell, gentle Pembroke; 
I trust that we shall meet on blither terms: 
Till then, amongst my beads t will remember you^ 
And give you to the keeping of the saints. 

[Exeunt Fart of the GuaUd^ xnth Gardiner. 

Pern, Now, whither must I go ? 

Offi, This way, my lord* [Going off^ 

Enter Guilford. 

Gtti/. Hold, Captain I ere you go, I have a word 
or two 
For this your noble prisoner* 

Q^'. At your pleasure: 
I know my duty, and attend your lordahip. 

]^ke OFyicER oaid Guards retire to thefar^ 
thest Part of the Stage, 
GuiL Is all the gentleness that was betwixt us 
So lost, so swept away from thy remembrance^ 
Thou canst not look upon met 

Pern* Ha ! not look ! 
What terrors arc there in the Dudley's race. 
That Pembroke dares not look upon and scorn ? 

B 3 
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And yet, *tis true, I would not look upon thee : 
Our eyes avoid to look on what we hate. 
As well as what we fear. 

GuU, You hate me, then ! 

Pern. I dp. 

Guii, And yet ; lis sure as rage disturbs thy reason^ 
And masters all the ooble nature in thee, 
As sure as thou hast wrong'd me, I am come 
In tendernes^s of friendship to preserve thee ; 
To plant ev'n all the power I have before thee. 
And fepce thee from destruction with my life. 

Pern. Friendship from thee ! But my just soul dis» 
dains thee. 
Hence ! take the prostituted bauble back, 
For none but fools will praise the tinsel toy. 
But thou art come perhaps to vaupt thy greatness ; 
To let me know that Guilford is a king, 
That be can speak the word, and give me freedom* 
Oh, shbrt-liv'd pfigeant ! had'st thou all the pow'r 
Which thy vain soul would grasp at, I would die. 
Rot in a dungeon, ere receive a grace, . 
The least, the meanest, courtesy, from thee. 

Cruil» Oh, Pembroke ! but I have not time to talk. 
For danger presses, danger unforeseen. 
And secret as the shaft that flies by night, 
Is aiming at thy life. Captain^ a word ! 

[Tf the Officer, 
I take your prisoner to my proper charge; 
Draw offyour guard, ^nd leave his sword with me. 
[The Officer delivers the &word to Lord 
Guilford, and goes out mth his Guard — 
Lord Guilford offering the Sword to 
Pembroke. 
Receive this gift, ev'n from a rival's hand ; 
Oh, take thy sword; and let thy valiant hand 
Be ready arm'd to guard thy noble life : 
The time, the danger, and the wild impatience, 
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Forbid me all to enter into speech with thee^ 

Or I could tell thee 

Pern, No, it needs not, traitor ! 
For all thy poor, thy little arts are known. 
Thou fear'st my vengeance, and art come to fawn , 
To make a merit of that proifer'd freedom, 
Which, in despite of thee, a day shall give me. 
, Nor can my fate depend on thee, false Guilford ; 
For know, to thy confusion, ere the sun 
Twice gild the east, our royal Mary comes 
To end thy pageant reign, and set me free. 

Cruii, Ungrateful and unjust \ Hast thou then 
> known me 
So little, to accuse my heart of fear ? 
Hast thou forgotten Mussel borough V field ? 
Did I then fear, when by thy side I fought. 
And. dy'd my maiden sword in Scottish blood ? 
But this is madness all. 

Pern. Give me my sword. [Taking his Swordm 

Perhaps indeed, I wrong thee. Thou hast thought; 
And, conscious of the injury thou hast done me, 
Art come to proffer me a soldier's justice, 
And meet, my arm in single opposition. 
, Lead then, and let me follow to the field. 
'. Guil. Yes, Pembroke, thou shalt satisfy thy ven- 
geance. 
And write thy bloody purpose on my bosom. * 
But let death wait to-day. By our past friendship, 
In honour's name, by evVy sacred tie, 
l.beg thee ask no more, but haste from hence. 
Pern, What mystic meaning lurks beneath thy 
words ? 
What fear is this, which thou wouldst awe my soul 

with? 
Is there a danger Pembroke dares not meet ? 

Chiil. Oh, spare my tongue a tale of guilt and hor- 
ror : 
Trust me this once : believe me when I tell thee^ 
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Thy safety and thy life is all I seek. 
Away. 

Pern. Curse on this slmWog, dark^ ,ambiguous 
phrase! 
If thou wouldfit.haYe me think thou meanest roe fairly^ 
Speak with that plainness honesty delights in. 
And let thy double tongue fpr once be true. 

GuiL Forgive me ^Ual piety iand nature. 
If thus compeird, I break ypur sacxed laws. 
Reveal my father's crime^and blot .with. infamy 
The hoary bead of him who gave me being. 
To save the man, whom my soul loves, from death, 

[Giving a Paper* 
Read there the fatal purpose of thy foe, 
A thought which wounds my soul with ishame and 

horror ! 
Somewhat that darkness should have hid for ever. 
But that thy life — Say, hast thou seen that character I 

Pern, I know it well ; the hand of proud Northum* 
berland. 
Directed to his minions. Gates and Palmer. 
What's this f 

[Reads.] Retnember^ withytmr closeti carty taobseroe 
those whom I named to you at parting ; etpeeially kee^ 
your eye upon the Earl of Pembroke ; as his power and 
interest are most considerablej so his opposition, will be 
fiMst fatal to us. Remember the resolution was taken^ gf 
you shoutdjitid him • inclined to our enemies, TheformM 
of justice are tedious^ and delays are^dangerous, IfM 
jalterSf lose not the sight of him tiU your daggers msve 
reached his hearts 
My heart ! Oh, murd'rous villain! 

GuU, Since he parted, 
Thy ways have all been watch'd, thy steps been marked ( 
Thy secret treaties with the malecontents 
That harbour in the city ; thy conferring 
With Gard'ner here in the Tower ; all is known ; 
And, in pursuance of that bloody Buudate^ 
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A setof chosen ruffians wait to end thee : 
There was but one way hit me to preserve thee ; 
I took it ; and tisis morning sent my warrant 
To seize upon thy pars6n-^=^ — But begone ! 

Pd». 'Tis so— ftis truth 1 see his honest hearts 

^rP"*'^' -^u *^1 * ff*''"*^ ""^ '^^" *'/^ ^»it^ an<J courage. 
Who, with a fit disguise, ^nd arms ^onoeal'd, 

Attends without to guide thee hence with safely. 

Few. What is Northumberland? And what art 
thou ? 

Guil Waste not the time. Aw«y \ > 

Pern. And can I leave thee, 
Ere I have clasp'd thee in my eager arms, 
And giv'n thee back my sad repenting heart ? 
Believe me, Guilford, like the patriarch's dove, 

It wander'd forth, but found no resting plLr ^^^'^^' 
Till it came home again to lodge with thee. ' 

GuiL What IS there that my soul can more desire, 
Th»n these deer marks of thy returning friendship ; 
The danger comes-^—lf you stay longer here. 
You die, my Pembroke. " © 

Pern, Let me stay and die ; 
Tor if I go, I go to work thy mm* 
Thou know'st not what a foe thou send'st roe forihi 
That 1 have sworn destruction to the queen 
And pledg'd myfeith to Mary and her cause : 
My honooMs at slake. 

Guil. l kncfw 'tis given. 
But go— the stronger thy engagements there, 
The more s thy daOiger here. There is a Power 
iWho sits above the^tars ; in him I tpust ; 
AH, that I have, his bounteous hand besiowM ; 
And he, that gave it, can preserve it to hie. 
But fly! begone! 

Oh, Guilford I hide me, shield me from her siffht- 
Every mad passion kindles up again^ ' 
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Love, rage, despair — and yet I will be master — 

I will remember thee Oh, my torn heart ! 

I have a thousand thousand things to say. 
But cannot, dare not, stay to look on her. 

lExeunt Guilford and P£M3R0KS^ 

Enter Lady Jane, reading. 

Lady J, G. 'Tis false ! The thinking soul is some- 
what more 
Than symmetry of atoms, well disposed. 
The harmony of matter. Farawell else 
The hope of .all hereafter, that new life. 
That separate intellect, which must survive. 
When this fine frame is mouldered into dust. 

filler Guilford. 

Gilt/. What read'fit thou there, my queen f 

Lady J. G. Tis Plato's Phaedon ; 
Where dying Socrates takes leave of life, 
With such an easy, careless, calm indifference. 
As if the trifle were of no account. 
Mean in itself, and only to be worn 
In honour of the Giver. 

GuU. Shall thy soul 
Still scorn the world, still fly the joys that court 
Thy blDoming beauty, and thy tender youth ? 
Still shall she soar on contemplation's wing. 
And mix with nothing meaner than the stars; ""^ 
As heaven and immortality alone 
Were objects worthy to employ her faculties ? 

Lady /. G. Bate but thy truth, what is there here 
below 
Deserves the least regard ? Is it not time 
To bid our souls look out, explore hereafter. 
And seek some better sure abiding place ; 
When all around our gathering foes come on, 
To drive, to sweep us from this world at once I 
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Guil, Does any danger ncw- 



Itadif J. G. The faithless counsellors 
Are fled from hence to Join the Princess Mary. 
The servile herd of courtiers, who so late 
In low obcdiehbe fo^nt tfoe knee^before ine ; 
They, who with zealous tbngttes, and hands uplifted, 
Besought me to defend their Ikws and faith ; 
Vent their lewd execratiens oh my ttame. 
Proclaim me trait'ress now, and to the sCaflbld 
Doom my devoted iiead. 

Guil. llie changeling villains ! 
That pray for slavery, fi^ht for their bonds, 
And shun the blessing, liberty, like ruin. 
But wherefore do I loiter tamely here ? 
Give me my arms : I will preserve my country, 
fv'n in her own despite. Some friends I have, 
Who will or die or conquer in thy cause. 
Thine and religion's, thine' and England's c&usc. 
Lady J. G, Art thou not all my ttt^asure, all mji 
guard ? 
And wilt thott take how me the bikly joy^ 
The last defence is left me here below f 
Think not thy arm can stem the driving torrent, 
Or save a people, who with blinded rage 
Urge their own fate, and strive to be undone. 
Korthumberland, thy fiather, is in arms ; 
And if it be in valour to defend us, 
His sword, that long has known the way to conquest. 
Shall be our surest safety* 

Enter the Duke 0/ Suffolk. 

Svf. Oh, ray children ! 

Lady J. G. Ala^{ what means my father^ 

Suf. Oh, my son. 
Thy father, great Northumberland, on whom 
Our dearest hopes were built 

GuU. Ha! What of him? 

&vf. U lost ! betray'd I 
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His army, onward as he march'd, shrunk from hioiy 
Moulder'd away, and melted by his side ; 
Like falling hail thick strewn upon the ground. 
Which, ere we can essay to count, is vanish'd. 
With some, few followers he arrived at Cambridge ; 
But there ev*n they fortook him, and himself 
Was forc'd, with heavy heart and wat'ry eye. 
To cast his cap up, with dissembled cheer. 
And cry, God save queen Mary. But, alas ! 
Little avaird the semblance of that loyalty : 
For soon thereafter, by the Earl of Arundel, 
With treason he was charg'd, and there arrested ; 
And now he brings him prisoner up to London. 

Lady /• G. Then there*is an end of greatness: .the 
vain dream ^ 

Of empire, and a crown that danc'd before, me, - 
With all those unsubstantial empty forms : 
Waiting in idle mockery around us; 
The gaudy masque, tedious, and nothing meaning, 
Fs vanish'd all at ohco— Why, fare it well. 

GuU. And canst thou bear this sudden turn of fiite. 
With such unshaken temper ? . 

iMdy J, G. For myself. 
If I could form a wish for Heaven to grant. 
It should have been, to rid me of this crown. . 
And thou, overruling, great, all knowing Power ! 
Thou, who discern*)St our thoughts, who see'st thena 

lising .1 

And forming in the soul ! Oh, judge me, thou, 
If e'er ambition's guilty fires Jiave warm'd me, 
If e'er my heart incUn'd to pride, to power, 
Qr join'd in being a queen. I took the sceptre 
To save thi^ land, thy people, and thy altars : 
And now, behold, I bend my grateful knee, .. 

In humble adoration of that mercy, 
Which quits me of the vast unequal task. 
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I 



Enter the Duchess ^Suffolk. 



Duchess S, Nay, keep that po«ture still, and let os 

join, 
Fix all our knees by thine, lift up our hands. 

And seek for kelp and pity from above, 

For earth and faithless man will give us none. 

Lady J. G. What is the worst our cruel fate or* 
dains us ? 

Duchess S* Curs'd be my fatal counsels, curs-d my 
tongue. 
That pleaded for thy ruin, and persuaded 
Thy guiltless feet to tread the paths of greatness! 
My child -r — I have undone thee ! 

Ladif J. G. Oh, my mother ! 
Should I not bear a portion in your sorrows f 

Duchess S, Alas, thou hast thy own, a double por- 
tion. 
Mary is come, and the revolting Londoners, 
Who beat the heavens with thy applauded name. 
Now crowd to meet, and hail her as their queen. 
Sussex is entered here, commands the Tower, 
Has plac'd his guards around, and this sad place. 
So late thy palace, is become our prison, 
I saw him bend his knee to cruel Qardiner, 
Who, freed. from> his confinement, ran to meet him, 
Embraced and bless'd him with a hand of blood ; 
Each hast'nipg moment I expect them here. 
To seize, and pass the doom of death upon us. 

GuU. Ifa ! seized ! Shalt thou be seivd ? and shall 
I stand. 
And tamely see thee borne away to death ? ' 

Then blasted be my coward name for ever* 
No, I will set myself to guard this spot. 
To which our v&Aow empire now is shrunk : 
Here I will grow the bulwark of my queen ; 
Nor shall the hand of violence prpfiwe thee. 
Until my breast have borne a thousand wounds, 
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Till this torn mangled body sink at once 

A heap of purple ruin at thy feet. 

" 'Lady J* G. And could thy rash distracted f age do 

thus ? 
Draw thy vain sword against an armed multitude. 
Only to have my poor heart split with horror, 
To see thee stabb'd and butchered here before me ? 
Oh, call thy better nobler courage to thee, 
And let us meet this adverse fate with patience ? 
Greet our insulting foes with equal tempers, 
With even brows, and souls secure of death : 
Here stand linmo/d ; as once the Roman senate 
Received fierce Brennus,and the conquering Gauls^ 
Till e'en the rude barbarians stood amaz'd 
At such superior virtue. Be thyself^ 
For see the trial comes ! 

Enter Sussex, Gardiner^ Officers and Soldiers* 

Suss. Guards, execute your, orders; seize the tran 
tors: 
Here my commission ends. To you, my lord, 

[To Gar. 
So our great mistress, royal Mary, bids, 
I leave the full disposal of the prisoners ? 
To your wise care the pious queen commends 
Her sacred self, her crown, and whatVyet more, 
The holy Roman church ; for whose dear safety, 
She wills your utmost diligence be shown, 
To bring rebellion to the bar of justice. 
Yet farther, to proclaim how much she trusts 
In Winchester's deep thought, and well try'd fafth) 
The seal attends to grace those rev'rend hands ; 
And when 1 next salute you, I must call you 
Chief minister and chancellor of England. 

Gar. Unnumber'd blessings fall iHtpofn her head, 
My ever-gracious lady ! to remember 
With such full bounty her old humble beadsman ! 
^or these, her foes, leave me to deal with fhem. 
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Suss. The queen is on her entrance, and expects tee» 
My lord, farewelL 

Gar> Farewell, right noble Sussex : 
Commend me to the queen's grace ; say her bidding 
Shall be observed by her most lowly creature. 

[Exit Sussex*. 
Lieutenant of the Tower, take hence your prisoners: 
Be it your care to see them kept apart, 
That they may hold no commerce with each other. 

Lady J, G. That stroke was unexpected. 
< Guil, Wilt'thoupartus? 

Gar. I hold no speech with heretics and traitors. 
Lieutenant, see my oHers are obeyed. [Exit Gari 

Gt<i7. Inhuman, monstrous, unexampled cruelty ! - 
Oh, tyrant ! but the task becomes thee well ; 
Thy savage temper joys to do death's office ; 
To tear the sacred bands of love asunder, 
And part those hands which Heav'n itself hath join'd. 

Duchess S. To let us waste the little rest of life 
Together, had been merciful. 

Suff^. Then it had not 
Been done like Winchester* 

Guil, Thou stand'st unmoVd ; 
Calm temper sits upon thy beauteous brow ; 
Thy eyes, thatilow'd so fast for Edward's loss, 
Gaze unconcerned upon the ruin round thee ; 
As if thou hadst resol/d to brave thy fate, 
And triumph in the midst of desolation. 
Ka ! see, it swells ; the liquid crystal rises, 
It starts, in spite of thee, — but I will catch it ; 
Nor let the earth be wet with dew so rich. 

Lady J. G. And dost thou think, my Guilford, { 
can see 
My father, mother^ and ev'n thee my husband^ 
Torn from my side without a pang of sorrow? 
How art thou thus unknowing in my heart ! 
Words cannot tell Ihce what I feel* There is \ * 
An agonizing softness busy here. 
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That tugs the strings, that struggles to get loose; 
And pour my soul in waitings out before thee. 

GuU. Give way, and let the gushing torrent come; 
Behold the tears we bring to swell the deluge, 
Till the flood rise upon the guilty world, 
And make the ruin common. 

Lady J. G, Guilford, no : 
The time for tender thoughts and soft endearments 
Is fled away and gone : joy has forsaken us ; 
Our hearts have now another part to play ; 
They must be steel'd with some uncommon fortitude^ 
That, fearl^s, we may tread the path of horror ; 
And, in despite of fortune and our foes, 
£vfn in the iiour of death, be more than conc^'rors* 

GuU. Oh, teach me ! say, what energy divine 
Inspires t^iy softer sex, and tender yean. 
With such unshaken courage ? 

Ladjf J. G, Truth and innocence ; 
A conscious knowledge rooted in my heart, 
That to have sav'd ray country was my duty. 
Yes, England, yes, my country, I would save thee ; 
But Heav*n forbids. Heaven disallows my weakness^ 
And to some dear selected hero's hand 
Reserves the glory of thy great deliverance* 

LieuL My lords, ray order s. ■ 

Gift'/. See ! we must — must part. 

Lady J. G. Yet surely we shall meet again. 

Gail. Oh ! Where ? 

Lady J. G. If not on earth, among yon golden 
stars. 
Where other suns arise on other earths, 
And happier beings rest on happier seats ; 
Where with a reach enlarg'd, our soul shall view 
The great Creator's never-ceasing band 
Pour forth new worlds to all eternity. 
And peopletheiniinity of space. 

GuU. Fain would 1 cheer my heart with hopes like 
these ; 
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But my sad thoughts turn ever to the grave ; 
To that last dwelling, whither now we haste ; 
Where the black shade shall interpose betwixt us, 
And veil thee from these longing eyes for ever. 
Lady J. G. Tis true, by those dark paths our jour- 
ney leads. 
And through the veil of death we pass to life. 
But what is there in death to blast our hopes? 
Behold the universal works of nature, 
Where life still springs from death. To us the sun 
Dies ev'rv night, and ev'ry mom revives : 
The flow rs, which winter^s icy hand destroyM, 
Lift their fair heads, and live a^ain in spring. 
-Mark, with what hopes lipon the furrow'd plaiiii 
The careful plowman casts the pregnant graiii 2 
There hid, as in a grave, a whileit lies. 
Till the revolving season bids it rise; 
Till nature's genial pow'rs command a birth ; 
And potent call it from the teeming earth : 
Then large increase the bury'd treasures yield. 
And with full harvest crown the plenteous field. 

[Exeunt seoerally xvith Gvahvs. 



ACT THE FIFTH, 

SCENE I* 

The Tower. 
£»fer GA&DiVRRy as Lord Chancellor^ and the Li£u« 

TENANT or THE I'OWER. SERVANTS wUh Lights 

btfore them. 

I^kut. Good morning to your lordship ; you rise 
early. 
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Gar, Nay, by the rood^ there axe too mahy sleepen ; 
Some must 9tir early, or the state shall sutler. ^ 

Did you, as yesterday our mandate bade. 
Inform yourpris'nersy Lady Jane and Guilford, 
They were to die this day ? 

Lieut. My lord, I did. 

Gar. lis well. But say, how did your mcssa^ 
like thein ? 

Lieut. My lord, they met the summons with a 
temper 
That show'd a solemn, serious sense of death, 
Mix'd with a noble scorn of all its terrors* 
In short, they heard me with the.self-samc patience 
With which they still have borne them in their prison. 
In one request they both concurr d : each begg'd 
To die before the other. 

Gar, That dispose 
As you think fitting. 

Lieut, The lord Guilford only 
Implor'd another boon, and urg'd it warmly : 
That ere he suffer'd he might see his wife. 
And take a last farewell. 

Gar, That^s not much ; 
That grace may be allowed him. See you to it. 
How goes the morning f 

Ideut, Not yet four, my lord. 

Gar, By ten they meet their fate. Yet one thing 
more. 
You know 'twas order'd that the Lady Jane 
Should suffer here within the Tow'r. Take care 
No crowds may be let in, no maudlin gazers 
To wet their handkerchiefs, and make report 
How like a saint she ended. Some fit number, 
And those too of our friends, were most convenient : 
But, above all, see that good guard be kept : 
You know the queen is lodg'd at present here, 
Take care that no disturbance reach her highness. 
And so ^ood morningi good master Lieutenant. 

[Exit Li£VTXK4irT. 
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How now ! 'What light comes here f 

Ser. So please your lordship, 
If I mistake not, 'tis t^e Earl of Pembroke. 

Gar. Pembroke! ^Tishe: What calls him forth 

thus early? 
Somewhat he seems to bring of high import ; 
Sdme flame uncommon kindles up his soul, 
And flashes forth impetuous at his eyes. 

Enier Pembroke ; a Page xoitk a lAgM before kirn. 

Good-morrow, noble Pembroke ! What importunate 
And strong necessity breaks on your slumbers, 
And rears your youthful head from off your pillow, 
At this unwholesome hour ? 

Pern. Oh, rev'rend Winchester! my beating heart 
Exults and labours with the joy it bears : 
The news I bring shall bless the breaking mom. 

Gar. What happiness is this } 

Pein. Tis mercy, mercy, 
Mary, our royal, ever-gracious mistress. 
Has to my services and humblest prayers 
Granted the lives of Guilford and his wife ; 
Full and free pardon ! 

Gar, Ha ! What said you ? Pardon ! 
But sure you cannot mean it ; could not urge 
The queen to such a rash and ill-tim'd grace ? 
What, save the lives of those who wore her crown? 
My lord, 'tis most unweigh'd, pernicious counsel, 
And must not be comply'd with. 

Pern. Not comply'd with ! 
And who shall' dare to bar her sacred pleasure. 
And stop the stream of mercy ? 

Gar. That will I ; 
Who will not see her gracious disposition 
Drawn to destroy herself 

Pern, Thy narrow soul 
Knows not the godlike glory of forgiving : 
Nor can thy cold, thy ruthless heart conceive, 
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How large the power, how fix'd tHe empire is. 
Which benefits confer on generous minds* 

Gar. These are romantic, light, vain-glonoua 
dreams. 
Have you considered well upon the dagger ? 
How dear to the fond many, and how popular 
These are whom you would spare? Have you forgot, 
When at the bar, before the seat of judgment. 
This Lady Jane, this beauteous trait'ress, stood, ' 
With what command she charm'd the wholeassembly f 
With silent grief the mournful audience sat, 
Fix'd on her face, and listening to her pleading. 
Her very judges wrung their hands for pity ; 
Their old hearts melted in them as she spoke, 
And tears ran down upon their silver beards. 
E/n I myself was mov'd, and, for a moment 
Felt wrath suspended in my doubtful breast. 
And questioned if the voice I heard was mortal* 
But when, her tale was done, what loud applause. 
Like bursts of thunder, shook the spacious hall ! 
At last, when sore constrained, th' unwilling lords 
Pronounced the fatal sentence on her life ; 
A peal of groans ran through the crowded court. 
As ev'ry heart was broken, and the doom. 
Like that which waits the world, were universal. 

Pern. And can that sacred form, that angel's voiqe» 
Which mpv'd the hearts of a rude ruthless crowd, 
Nay, mov'd ev'n thine, now sue in vain for pity ? 

Gar. Alas, you look on her with lover's eyes : 
I hear and see through reasonable organs. 
Where passion has no part. Come, come, my lord. 
You have too Uttle of the statesman in you. 

Pern. And you, my lord, too lit tie of the churchman. 
Is not the sacred purpose of our Uth 
Peace and good-will to man ? The haltowM hand, 
Ordain'd to bless, should know no stain of blood* 
Tis true, I am not practis'd in your politics ; 
^Twas your pernicious coutisel led.the queen 



SCENE ij I'AOT JJIVX SRXT. 67 

To break her promise with the men of Sufiblk, 
To violate, what in a prince should be 
Sacred above the rest, her royal word. 

Gar, Yes, and I dare avow it : I advisM her 
To break through all engagements made with heretics, 
And keep no faith with such a miscreant crew. 

Pern. Where shall we seek for truth, when ev'n 
religion. 
The priestly robe and mitred head, disclaim it f 
But thus bad men dishonour the best cause. 
I tell thee, Winchester, doctrines like thine 
Have stain'd' our holy church with greater infamy 
Than all your eloquence can wipe away. 
. Gar. Nay, if you rail, farewell. The queen must be 
Better advised, than thus to cherish vipers. 
Whose mortal stings are arm'd against her life. 
But while I hold the seal, no pardon passes 
For heretics and traitors. [£n^ Gabdikxik. 

Pern. Twas unlucky 
To mcfet and cross upon this froward priest : 
But let me lose the thought on't ; let me haste. 
Pour my glad tidings forth in Guilford's bosom, 
And pay him back the life bis friendship sav'd. [Esi$. 



8CENX II. 



The Lady Jane kneeling^ as at her Devotion ; a Ldgktf 
and a Book placed on a lable be/ore her. Enter 

Ll£UT£NAI9T OF THE ToWER, LoAD GuiLFORD, 

and TnofenuUe Attekdants. 

Ufui. Let me not press upon your lordship farther, 
But wait your leisure in the antichamber. 
Crtft/. I will not hold you loi^. [£drt^LisvTSNAHT. 
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Lady J. G, Ofa, lise my lord, and let me take 

your posture, 
life and the world are hardly worth my care^ 
But you have reconcil'd me to them both ; 
Then let me pay my gratitude, aqd for 
This free, this noble, unexpected mercy, 
Thus low I bow tb Heav'n, the queen, and you. 

Pern. To me ! forbid it goodness ! 
All di8Cor4 and remembrance of offence 
Shall be clean blotted out ; and for your freedom. 
Myself have undertaken to be your surety. 

Enter Lieutekai9T-of the Tower. 

Lteut. The lord chancellor 
Is come with orders from the queen. 

£;2^er Gardiner and Attenpai^ts. 

Pern. Ha! Winchester! 

Gar. The queen, whose days be many. 
By me confirms her first accorded giuce ; 
But, as the pious princess means her mercy 
Should reach e'en to the soul as well as body. 
By me she signifies her royal pleasure, 
That thou, Lord Guilford, aad the Lady Jane, 
Do instantly renounce, abjure your heresy. 
And yield obedience to the 9ee of Rome. 

Lady J. G, What ! turn apostate^ 

GuU, Ha ! forego my faith f 

Gar. This one condition only seals your pardon : 
But if, through pride of heart, and stubborn obstinacy 
With wilful hands you push the blessing from you^ ' 
And shut your eyes against such manifest light. 
Know ye, your former sentence stands confirmed. 
And you must die to-day. 

Pern. Tis falsd as hell : 
The mercy .of the queen was free and full. 
Think'st thou, that priaces nierchandize th^tgrace^ 
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As Roman priests their pardons ? Do they harteTf 
Screw up, like you, the buyer to a price, 
And doubly sell what was designM a gift ? 

Gar, My lord, this language ill b^eems your no- 
bleness ; 
Nor come I here to bandy words with roadmen. 
Behold the royal signet of thq queen, 
Which amply speaks her meaning. You, the pris'ners. 
Have heard, at large its purport, and must instantly 
Resolve upon the choice of life or death. 

Fern. Oh ! inhuman — But wherefore do I loit6r 
here? 
Ill to the queen this moment, and there ki\ow 
What 'tis this mischief-making priest intends. [£xtf. 

Gar. Your wisdom points you out a proper course' ! 
A word with you, Lieutenant. 

[Talks with the Lieutenakt iKufe. 

GuU. Must -we part then ? 
What are those hopes that flatter'd us but now ; 
Those joys that, like the spring, with all its flow'is, ' 
Pour'd out their pleasure ev'ry where around us ? ' 
In one poor minute gone ; at once they withered, 
And left their place all desolate behind them ! 

Lady J. G. Such is this foolish world, and such 
the certainty 
Of all the boasted blessings it bestows : 
Then, Guilford, let us have no more to do with it; 
Think only how to leave it as we ought ; 
But trust no more, and be deceived no more. 

GuU. Yes, I wiUcopy thy divine example. 
And txead the paths arerpoimed out by thee: 
By thee instructed, to the fatal bWk . 
I bend my head with joy, and think it happiness 
To give my life a ransom for my faith. 
From thee, thou angel of my heart, I Icaln 
Thaf greatest, hardest X%a^ to part with thee. 

Lady /. G* Oh, gloriously resoWd ! Heaven is my 
Mtitness, 
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My heart rejoices in thee more ev'n now/ 
Thus constant as thou art, in death thus faithfal. 
Than when the holy priest first join'd our hands. 
And knit ihe sacred knot of bridal love. 

Gar, The day wears fast; Lord Guilford, have you 
thought? 
Will you lay hold On life ? 

Guil, What are the terms ? 

Gar, Death, or the mass, attend you. 

GuU. Tis determin'd : 
Lead to the scaffold. 

Gar, Bear him to his fate. 

GuU. Oh, let me fold thee once more in my arms. 
Thou dearest treasure of my heart, and print 
A dying husband's kiss upon thy lip ! 
Shall we not live again, ev'n in those fprms ? '. 

Shall I not gase upon thee with these eyes ? 

Lady J. G. Oh, wherefore dost thoa sooth me witfi 
thy softness ! 
Why dost thou wind thyself about my heart. 
And make this separation painful to'us?'. 
Here break we off at once; and let us hoi\ 
Forgetting ceremony, like two' friends 
That have a little business to be done, 
Take a short leave, and haste to meet again. 

Guil. Rest on that hope, my soul— my wife 

Lady J. G, No more. 

GtUL My sight hangs on thee Oh, Support me^ 

Heav'n, 
In this last pang — and let us meet in bliss ! 

[GuiLPOED is led f^ by the Oitakd. 

Lady /. G. Can nature bear this stroke ! 

1 fFom, Alas, she fiunts ! [Sui^porting* 

Lady J. G. Wilt thou fail now ^The killing 

stroke is past, 
And all the bitterness of death is o'er. 

Grar. Here let the dreadful hand of vengeance stay ; 
^<ive pity on your youth, and blooming beauty ; 
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Cast not away the good which Heav'n bestows | . 
Time may have many years in store for you. 
All crownM with fair prosperity. Your husband 
Has perish'd in perverseness. 

Lady J, G. Cease, thou raven^ 
Kor violate, with thy profaner malice, 
My bleeding Guilford s ghost — Tk gone^ 'tis flown : 
But lingers on the wing, and waits for me. 

[Tke Scene draws, and dkcacers a 9aiffold kung 
with Blacky Executioner a$ui Guards. 
And see my journey's end. 

1 Worn. My dearest lady! [Weeping* 

2 Worn. Oh, misery ! 

Lady J. G. Forbear, my gentle miuds, 
Kor wound my peace with fruitless lamentations'; 
The good and gracious hand of Providence 
Shall raise you better friends than I hav« been. 

1 fVonu Oh, never, never ! ■ ■ 

Lady J, G. Help to disarray. 
And fit me for the block : do this last service^ 
And do it cheerfully* Now you^will see 
Your poor unhappy mistress sleep in peace. 
And cease from all her sorrows. These iew trifles. 
The pledges of a dying mistress' love. 
Receive and share among you. Thou, Maria, 

[To I WOMAV. 

Hast been my old, my very faithful servant : 
In dear remembrance of thy love, I leave thee 
TKs book, the law of everlasting truth : 
Make it thy treasure still ; 'twas my support. 
When all help else forsook me. 

Gar, Will you yet 
Repent, be wise, and save your precious life ? 

Lady J. G. Oh, Winchester ! has learning taught 
thee that : 
To barter truth for life ? 

Gdr. Mistaken folly! 
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You toil and travel for your own perilition^ ' 

And die for damned errors. 

Lady J, G. Whojudgerij^htly, 
And who persist in error, will be known, ^ 

Then, when we meet again. Once more farewell, 

[To iler WoiMBir'. 
Goodness be ever with you^ When I'm dead, 
!(lntreat they do no rude, dishonest wrong 
To my cold, headless corpse ; but see it shrouded. 
And decent laid in earth. 

Gar. Wilt thou then die ? 
Thy blood be on thy head. 

iMdy J. G. My blood be where it MU^ let the eatdi 
hide it ; - • - 

And may it never rise, or call for vengeance. 
Oh, that it were the last shall fall a victim 
To xeaVs inhuman wrath! Thou, gracious Heaven, > 
Hear and defend at length thy suffering people ; 
Raise up a monarch of the royal blood, 
Brave, pious, equitable, wise and good. 
In thy due season let the hero come. 
To save thy altars from the rage of Rome : 
Long let him reign, to bless the rescu'd land, 
And deal out justice with a righteous hand. 
And when he fails, oh, may; he leave a son, 
With equal virtues to adorn his throne ; 
To latest times the blessing to convey, 
And guard that faith for which I die to-day. 

[Lady Jane goes up to the Scqfoid. TXe 
Scene claies. 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pern. Horror on horror ! Blasted be the hand 
That struck my Guilford ! Oh^ his bleeding trunk 
Shall live in these distracted eyes for ever ! 
Curse on thy fatal arts, thy cruel counsels I 

[ToGarpxver. 
The queen is deaf, and pitiless as thou art. 
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Gar. The just reward of Jberesy and treason 
Is fallen upon them both, for their vain obstinacy; 
Untimely death, with infamy on earth. 
And everlasting punishment hereafter. 

Pern. And canst thou tell? Who gave thee to explore 
The secret purposes of Heaven, or taught thee 
To set a bound to mercy unconfin*d } 
But know, thou proud, perversely-judging Winchester! 
Howe'er you hard, imperious censures doom, , 

And portion out our lot in worlds to come. 
Those, who, with honest hearts, pursue the right. 
And follow faithfully truth's sacred light, 
Tho' sufTring here, shall from their sorrows cease. 
Rest with the saints, and dwell in endless peace. 

[Exeunl. 



T8B END. 
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REMARKS. 



John HugheSy the author of this tragedy, is de- 
acribed by his biographers as a man who possessed 
high talentSy and a most amiable character. He was 
beloved, admired, and trusted, by the great Addison; 
and Steele has written on him the following pane- 
gyric : 

'' He may be the emulation of more persons of dif- 
ferent talents than any one I have ever known. His 
head, hands, or heart, were always employed in some- 
thing worthy imitation. His pencil, his bow, or his 
pen, each of which he used in a masterly manner, 
were always directed to raise and entertain his own 
mind, or that of others, to a more cheerful prosecu- 
tion of what is noble and virtuous." 

This respected author was the son of a citizen of 
London, and bom at Marlborough, in Wiltshire, in 
1677 • From his earliest youth, he gave testimony of 
• an inclination for th^ three sister arts, painting, mu- 
sic, and poetry ; in each of which he made a con- 
Aiderable progress by close application, and the enjoy- 
Boent of a fine taste* 

b2 
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bruary, 1719—^1^^$ on that fint evening of Hs being 
represented, the author died. 

Mr. Hughes's constitution is said to have been 
weakly, and that a decline put a period to his ex- 
istence at this remarkable juncture; — ^but, if his 
mind was delicate as his body, anxiety for the fate 
of this production might agitate him, even on the 
verge of the grave, and hasten his approach to it. > 
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SIEGE OF DAMASCUS. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCEKB I« 

Tie City. 

Enter Eumen£S» followed by a Crowd rffEOTL^ 

EvM, 111 hear no more. Begone! 
Or stop your ciamorous' months, that still are open 
To bawl sedition, and consume our corn. 
If you will follow nie, lend home your women. 
And follow to the waUs; diere earn your safety. 
As brave men should. — Pity your wives and children 1 
Yes^ I do pity them. Heaven knows I do, 
E'en more than you ; nor will I yield them up, , 
Though at your own inquest, a prey to ruffians — 
Herbis, what news? 

JEn/er Heabis. 

Herb* News! — we're betra/d, deserted ; 
The works are but half mann'd ; the Saracens 
Perceive it, and pour on such crowds, they blunt 
Our weapons, and have drained our stores of death. 
What wiU you neact? 
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Eum, IVe sent a ffesh recruit ; 
The valiant Phocyas leads them on — whose deeds. 
In early youth assert his noble race ; 
A more than common ardour seems to warm 
His breast, as if he lov'd and courted danger. 

Herb. I fear 'twill be too late. 

Eum. [Aside.1 I fear it too i 
And though I brav'd it to the trembling crowd, 
Tve caught th' infection, and I dread th' event, 
'Would I had treated I — but 'tis now too late — 
Come, Herbis. [Exeunt, — A great Skoui^ 

Enter Herbis. 

Herb. So — the tide turns; Phocyas has driven it 
back. 
The gate once more ia ours. [ElourUh. 

Enter Eumenes^ Phocyas, Artamon, S^c. 

Eum. Brave Phocyas, thanks ! mine and the people's 
thanks. 
Yet, that we may not lose this breathing space, 
Hang out the flag of truce. You, Artamon, 
Haste with a trumpet to th' Arabian chiefs, 
And let them know, that, hostages exchanged, 
I'd meet them now upon the eastern plain. 

\Exit Artamok. 

Pho. What means Eumenes ? 

Eum. Phocyas, I would try, 
Bv friendly treaty, if, on terms of peace, 
l1ipy*ll yet withdraw their powers. 

Pko. On terms of peacj? ! 
What peace can you expect from bands of robbers? 
What terms from slaves, but slavery ?^— You know 
These wretches fight not at the call of honour, 
That sets the princes of the world in arms. 
Qase^born, and 3tarv'd amidst their stony deserts. 
Long have they vicw'd from far, with wishing eyes, 
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Our fruitful vales, and all the verdant wealth 
That crowns lair Lebanoo'is aspiring brows, 
Hertuhave the locusts pitch'd, nor will they kave 
These tasted sweets, these blooming fields of plenty, 
For barren sands and native poverty, 
Till driven away by force. 

Eum. What can we do ? 
Our people in despair, our soldiers harrassM 
With daily toil, and constant nightly watch : 
Our hopes of succour from the emperor 
Uncertain; Eutyches not yet returned. 
That went to ask them ; one brave army beaten ; 
Th' Arabians numerous, cruel, flush'd with conquest. 

Herb, Besides, you know what phrenzy fires their 
minds. 
Of their new faith, and drives them on to danger. 

Eum. True ; — they pretend the gates of Paradise, 
Stand ever open to receive the souls 
Of all, that die in fighting for their cause. 

Fho. Then would I send their souls to Paradise, 
And give their bodies to our Syrian eagles. 
Our ebb of fortune is not yet so low. 
To leave us desperate. Aids may soon arrive ; 
Mean time, in spite of their late bold attack. 
The city still is ours ; their force repeU'd, 
And therefore weaker ; proud of this success, 
Our soldiers too have gain'd redoubled courage, 
And long to meet them on the open plain. 
What hinders, then, but we repay this outrage. 
And sally on their camp ? 

Eum. No— let us first 
Believe th' occasion fair, by this advantage, 
To purchase their retreat on easy terms : 
That failing, we the bietter stand acquitted 
To our own citizens. However, brave Phocyas, 
Cherish this ardour in the soldiery. 
And in our absence form what force thou canst^ 
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Then if these hungry bloodhounds of the war 
Should still be deaf to peace, at our return 
Our widened gates shall pour a sudden flood 
Of vengeance on theniy and chastise their scorn. 



SCENE II. 

J Plain before tfte City, A Prospect of Tents at a 

Distance. 

Enter Caled, Abudah, and Darak. 

Dar. To treat, my chiefs! — What! are we mer* 
chants then, 
Tiiat only come to traffic with those Syrians, 
And poorly cheapen conquest on conditions ? 
No; we were sent to fight the caliph's battles, 
Till every iron neck bend to obedience. 
Another storm makes this proud city ours; 
What need we treat? — I am for war and plunder. 

Col. Why, so am I — and but to save the lives 
Of mussulmans, not christians, I would not treat. 
I hate these christian dogs ; and 'tis our task. 
As thou observ'st, to fight ; our law enjoins it : 
Heaven, too, is promised only to the valiant. 
Oft hj^s our prophet said, the happy plains 
Above, lie stretch'd beneath the blaze of swords. 

Abu. Yet, Daren's loth to trust that heaven for 

pay; 
This earth, it seems, has gifts that please him more. 

Cat. Check not his zeal, Abudah. 

Abu. No ; I praise it. 
Yet, I could wish that zeal had better motives, 
Has victory no fruits but blood and plunder ? 
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That we were sent to fight, 'tis true ; but wherefore? 
For conquest, not destruction. That obtain'd, 
The more we spare, the caliph has more subjects, 
And Heaven is better serv'd-r-But see, they come ! 

[Trumpets, 

Enter Eumenes, Herbis, and Artamon. 

Cat. Well, christians, we are met — and war awhilo^ 
At your request, has stilFd his angry voice, 
To hear what you will purpose. 

Bum. We come to know. 
After so many troops you've lost in vain. 
If you'll draw off in peace, and save the rest 

Herb. Or rather to know first — for yet we know 
not — 
Why on your heads you call our pointed arrows, 
In our own just defence? What means this visit? 
And why see we so many thousand tents 
Rise in the air, and whiten all our fields ? 

CaL Is that a question now? you had our sum- 
mons, 
When first we march'd against you, to surrender. 
Two moons have wasted since, and how the third 
Is in its wane. Tis true, drawn off a while, 
At Aiznadin we met and fought the powers 
Sent by your emperor to raise our siege. 
Vainly you thought us gone; we gain'd a conquest* 
You see we are retum'd ; our hearts, our cause, 
Our swords the same. 

Herb. But why those swords were drawn, 
And what's the cause, inform us. 

Eum. Speak your wrongs. 
If wrongs you have received, and by what means 
They may be now repaired. 

Aim. Then, christians, hear ! 
And Heaven inspire you to embrace its truth! 
Not wrongs t^ avenge, but to establish right, 
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Our swords were drawn : for such is Heaven's com* 

HHUld 

Immutable. By us great Mahomet, 
And his successcftri holy Abubeker, 
Invite you to the faith. 

Eum. Now, in the name of Heaven, what faith is 
this, 
That stalks gigantic forth thus annM with terrors. 
As if it meant to ruin, not to save? 
That leads embattled legions to the field. 
And marks its progress out with blood and slaughter ? 

Herb. Bold, frontless men ! that impudently dare 
To blend religion with the worst of crimes ! 
And sacrilegiously usurp that name, 
To cover fraud, and justify oppression! 

Ewn. Where are your priests } What doctors of 
your law 
Have you e'er sent t' instruct us in its precepts f 
To solve our doubts, and satisfy our reason. 
And kindly lead us, through the wilds of error, 
'To these new tracts of truth — ^This would be friend- 



And well might claim our thanks. 

Cal» Friendship like this 
With scorn had been receiv'd : your numerous vices. 
Your clashing sects, your mutual rage and strife, 
Have driven religion, and her angel guards. 
Like outcasts from among you* In her steiu), 
Usurping superstition bears the sway. 
And reigns in mimic stete, 'midst idol shows. 
And pageantry of power. Who does not mark 
Your lives, rebellious to your own great prophet. 
Who mildly taught you ? — Therefore Mahomet 
Has brought the sword, to govern you by force. 

Eum. Oj solemn truths ! though from an impious 
tongue ! [Aside. 

That we're unworthy of our holy ftuth» 
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To Heaven, with grief aud conscious shame, we own. 

But what are you, that thus arraign our vices, 

And consecrate your own f 

Are you not sons of rapine, foes to peace, 

Base robbers, murderers—— 

Co/. Christians, no — 

Eum. Then say, 
Why have you ravaged all our peaceful borders ? 
Plundered our towns? and by what claim e'en now, 
You tread this ground ? 

Herb. What claim, but that of hunger ? 
The claim of ravenous wolves, that leave their dens 
To prowl at midnight round some sleeping village, 
Or watch the shepherd's folded flock for prey ? 

Col, Blasphemer, know, your fields and towns ar« 
ours; 
Our prophet has bestow'd them on the faithful. 
And Heaven itself has ratify'd the grant* 

Eum. Oh ! now indeed you boast a nohle title ! 
What could your prophet grant ? a hireling slave ! 
Not e'en the mules and camels which he drove. 
Were his to give ; and yet the bold impostor ^ 
Has canton'd out the kingdoms of the earth. 
In frantic fits of visionary power, 
To sooth his pride, and bribe his fellow madmen ! 

Cal. Was it for this you sent to ask a parley, 
T* affront our faith, and to traduce our prophet ! 
Well might we answer you with quick revenge 
For such indignities— *Yet hear, once more. 
Hear this, our last demand ; and, this accepted, 
We yet withdraw our war. Be christians still, 
But swear to live with us in firm alliance. 
To yield us aid, and pay us annual tribute. 

Eum. No -^Should we grant you aid, we must be 
rebels; 
And tribute is the slavish badge of conquest. 
Yet since, on just and honourable terms, ^ 

We ask but for our own — ^Ten silken vests. 
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Weighty with pearls and gems, we'll send your caliph $ 

Two, Caled, shall be thine; two thine, Abudah* 

To each inferior captain we decree 

A turban, spun from our Damascus flax, 

White as the snows of heaven ; to every soldier 

A scimitar. This, and of solid gold 

Ten ingots, be the price to buy your absence. 

Col, This, and much more, even all your shining 
wealth, 
Will soon be ours — Behold our march 
O'er half your land, like flame through fields of har- 
vest. 
Andy last, view Aiznadin, that vale of blood ! 
There seek the souls of forty thousand Greeks, 
That, fresh from life, yet hover o'er their bodies. 
Then think, and then resolve. 

Herb, Presumptuous men ! 
What though you yet can boast successful guilti 
Is conquest only yours ? Or dare you hope 
That you shall still pour on the swelling tide, 
Like some proud river, that has left its banks. 
Nor ever know repulse i 

Eum. Have you forgot ! 
Not twice seven years are past, since e'en your pro« 

phet. 
Bold as be was, and boasting aid divine, 
Was by the tribe of Corish forc'd to fly, 
Poorly to fly, to save his wretched life^ 
From Mecca to Medina? 

Abu. No — forgot ! 
We well rememhfer how Medina screened 
That holy head, preserv'd for better days, 
And ripening years of glory ! 

Dar. W by y. my chiefs, 
Will you wast^ time, in offering terms despis'd, 
To these idolaters ? — Words are but air. 
Blows would plead better. 

Col. Daran, thou say'st true. 
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Christians, here end our truce. Behold, once more 
The sword of Heaven is drawn ! nor shall be sheathM, 
But in the bowels of Damascus. 

Eum. That, 
Or speedy vongeance, and destruction, due 
To the proud menacers, as Heaven sees fit ! [Exeunt. 



SCEKE III. 

A Garden, 

Enter Eudocia. 

End. All's hush'd around !— 7N0 more the shout of 
soldiers, 
And clash of arms, tumultuous, fill the air« 
Methinks this interval of terror seems 
Like that, when the loud thunder just has roU'd 
O'er our affrighted heads, and, in the heavens, 
A momentary silence but prepares 
A second and a louder clap to follow. 

Enter Phocyas. 

O no — my hero comes, with better omens. 
And every gloomy thought is now no more. 

Fho, Where is the treasure of my soul ! — -Eudociai 
Behold me here impatient, like the miser, 
That often steals in secret to his gold. 
And counts, with trembling joy, and jealous trans* 

port. 
The shining heaps which he still fears to lose. 
Eud, Welcome, thou brave, thou best deserving 
lover ! 
How do I doubly share the common safety. 
Since 'lis a debt to thee ! — But tell me, Phocyas, 
Dost thqu brinp peace ? — ^Thou dost, and I f^m b^ppy ! 

C8 
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Pko. Kot yet^ Eudocia ; 'tis decreed by Heaveu^ 
I must do more to merit thy esteem. 
Peace, like a frighted dove, has winged her flight 
To distant hills, beyond these hostile tents ; 
And through them we must thither force our way^ 
If ^e would call the lovely wanderer back 
To her forsaken home. 

Eud. False, flattering hope ! 
Vanished so soon ! — alas, my faithful fears 
Return^ and tell me, we must still be wretched ! 

Pho, Not so, my fair ; if thou but gently smile^ 
Inspiring valour, and presaging conquest, 
These barbarous foes to peace and love shall soon 

Be chas'd, like 5ends, before the morning light, 
Ahd all be calm again. 

Eudk Is the truce ended f 
Must war^ alas ! renew its bloody rage> 
And Phocyas ever be expos'd to danger ? 

Pho, Think for whose sake danger itself has charms* 
Dismiss thy fears; the lucky hour comes on, 
Full fraught with joys, when my big soul no more 

Shall labour with this secret of my passion, 

To hide it from thy jealous father's eyes. 

Just now, by signals from the plain, I've leam'd 

That the proud foe refuse us terms of honour ; 

A sally is resolv'd ; the citizens 

And soldiers, kindled into sudden fury, 

Press all in crowds, and beg Til lead them on. 

Oh, my Eudocia ! if I now succeed — — 

Did I say, if 1 must, I will ; the cause 

Is love, 'tis liberty, it is Eudocia !— 

What then shall hinder, 

But I may boldly ask thee of Eumenesy 

Nor fear a rival's more prevailing claim ? 

Eud. May blessings still attend thy arms !— Methinkt 

I've caught the flame of thy heroic ardour; 

And now I sec thee crown'd with palm and olive; 

The^soldiers bring thee back, with songs of triumph^ 
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And loud applauding shouts ; thy rescued country 
Resounds thy praise ; our emperor, Heraclius, 
Decrees thee honours for a city sav'd, 
And pillars rise of monumental brass. 
Inscribed — ^** To Phocyas, the deliverer." 

Fho, The honours and rewards, which thou hast 
nam'd, 
Are bribes too little for my vast ambition. 
My soul is full of thee ! — ^Thou art my all, 
Of fame, of triumph, and of future fortune. 
'Twas love of thee first sent roe forth in arms, 
My service is all thine, to thee devoted, 
And thou alone canst make e'en conquest pleasing. 

Eud. O, do not wrong thy merit, nor restrain it 
To narrow bounds ; but know, I best am pleas'd 
To share thee with thy country. Oh, my Phocyas ! 
With conscious blushes oft I've heard thy vows, 
And strove to hide, yet more reveal'd my heart ; 
But 'tis thy virtue justifies my choice. 
And what at first was weakness, now is glory. 

Fho. Forgive me, thou fair pattern of all goodness. 
If, in the transport of unbounded passion, 
I still am lost to every thought but thee. 
Yet sure to love thee thus is every virtue; 
Nor need I more perfection. — Hark ! I'm call'd. 

[Trumpet sounds. 
Eud. Then go — and Heaven, with all its angels, 

guard thee. 
PAo, Farewell ! — ^for thee once more I draw the 
sword. 
Now to the field, to gain the glorious prize ; 
'Tis victory — the word — Eudocia's eyes { [Rceunt. 



c 3 
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ACT THE SECOND* 



SCENE I» 

Tke GovE&Kon's Palace* 

Enter Eumenes and Herbis^ 

Herb. Still I must say, 'twas wrong, 'twas wrongi 
Eumenes, ^ 
And mark tb' event! 

Eum. What could I less f You saw 
^Twas vain t' oppose it, whilst his eager valour^ 
Impatient of restraint— 

Herb. His eager valour! 
His rashness, his hot youth, his valour^s fever ! 
Must we, whose business is to keep our walls, 
And manage warily our little strength. 
Must we at once lavish away our blood. 
Because his pulse beats high, and his mad courage 
Wants to be breath'd in some new enterprize? — 
You should not have consented. 

Eum. You forget. 
^was not my voice alone ; you saw the people 
(And sure such sudden instincts are from Heaven !) 
Rose all at once to follow him, as if 
One soul inspired them, and that soul was Phocyas\ 

Herb, I had indeed forgot ; and ask your pardon* 
I took you for Eumenes, and I thought 
That, in Damascus, you had chief command. 

Eum. What dost thou mean ? 

Herb. Nay, who's forgetful now ? 
You say, the people — Yes, that very people, 
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• 

That coward tribe that press'd you to sUrrencler ! 
Well may they spurn at lost authority ; 
Whom they like better, better they'll obey. 

Eum, O I could curse the giddy, changeful slaves^ 
But that the thought of this hour's great event 
Possesses all my soul. — —If we arft beaten! — — 

Herb. The poison works ; 'tis well — ^I'U give him 
more. [AMe^ 

True, if we're beaten, who shall answer that ? 
Shall you, or I ? — —Are you the governor ? 
Or say we conquer, whose is then the praise ? ^ 

Eunu I know thy friendly fears ; that thou and I 
Must stoop beneath a beardless, rising hero ! 
And in Heraclius' court it shall be said, 
Damascus, nay, perhaps the empire too, 

Ow'd its deliverance to a boy, Why be it, 

So that he now return with victory 5 
^Tis honour greatly won, and let him wear it. 
Yet I could wish I needed less his service. 
Were Eutyches returned-^ 

Herb. [Aside,] That, that's my torture. 
I sent my son to the emperor's court, in hopes 
His merit at this time might raise his fortunes ; 
But Phocyas — curse upon his froward virtues ! 
Is reaping all this field of fame alone, 
Or leaves him scarce the gleanings of a harvest. 

Eum. See Arcamon, with hasty strides returning^ 
He comes alone 1 Oh ! friend, thy fears were just. 
What {^re we now, and what is lost Damascus f 

Enter A&tamon. 

Art. Joy to Kumeness ! 

Eum, Joy ! is't possible ? 

Dost thou bring news of victory } 

Art. The sun 
Is set in blood, and from the western skies 
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Has seen three thousand slaughtered Arabs fall. 

Herb. Is Phocyas safe ? 

Art. He is, and crown'd with triumph* 

Herb* [Aside.] My fears indeed were just. 

[S/iout^ Flourish 

Eum, What noise is that ? 

Herb. The people worshiping their new divinity ; 
Shortly they'll build him temples. 

Eutn. Tell us, soldier, 
Since thou hastshar'd the glory of this action. 
Tell us how it began. 

Art. At first the foe 
Seemed much surprised ; but taking soon the alarm, 
Gather'd some hasty troops, and march'd to meet us. 
The captain of these bands look'd wild and fierce. 
His head unarmed, as if in scorn of danger. 
And naked to the waist ; as he drew near, 
He rais'd his arm, and shook a ponderous lance : 
When all at once, as at a signal given. 
We heard the Tecbir, so these Arabs call 
Their shouts of onset, when with loud appeal 
They challenge Heaven, as if demanding conquest. 
The battle join'd, and thro' the barbarous host 
* Fight, fight, and Paradise,' was all the cry. 

At last our leaders met ; and gallant Phocyas * 

But what are words, to tell the mighty wonders 
We saw him then perform ! — ^Their chief unhors'd. 
The Saracens soon broke their ranks, and fied ; 
And had not a thick evening fog arose, 

The slaughter had been double But, behold, 

The hero comes ! 

• Enter Phocyas, Evmenes meeting him. 

Eum. Joy to brave Phocyas ! 
Eumenes gives him back the joy he sent. 
The welcome news has reach'd this' place before 

thee. 
How shall thy country pay the debt she owes thee ? 
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Pho, By taking this as earnest of a debt 
Which I owe her, and fain would better pay. 

Herb, In spite of envy, l^must praise him too. 

[Aside* 
Phocyas, thou hast done bravely, and 'tis fit 
Successful virtue take a time to rest. 
Fortune is fickle, and may change : besides, 
What shall we gain, if from a mighty ocean 
By sluices we draw off some little streams ? 
If thousands fall, ten thousands more remain. 
Kor ought we hazard worth so great as thine, 
Against such odds. Suffice what's done already : 
And let us now, in hopes of better days, 
Keep wary watch, and wait th' expected succours. 

Fhcu What ! to be coop'd whole months within 

our walls ? 
To rust at home, and sicken with inaction f 
The courage of our men vrill droop and die, 
If not kept up by daily exercise. 
Again the beaten foe may force our gates ; 
And victory, if slighted thus, take wing. 
And fiy where she may find a better welcome. 

Eum. [To Herbis, aside,"] Urge him no more ;- 
111 think of thy late warning ; 
And thou shalt see, Til yet be governor. 

Enter Messevoer, with a Letter. 

Pho, [Looking onitJ] Tis to Eumenes. 
Eum, Ha ! from Eutyches. 

Pleads.] The emfMror^ aeeoaketCd with the danger 
hat threatens his dominions^ and the loss 
At Aitnadin^ has drain'd his garrisons^ 
To raise a second army. In a few hours 
We wHl begin our march, Sergius brings thiif 
And wiii inform you further. 
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Herb, [Aside.] Heaven, I thank thee ! 
Twas even beyond my hopes. 

Eum. But where is Sergius ? 

Mess. The letter, fastened to an arrow's head. 
Was shot into the town. 

Eum. I fear, he s taken 

O Phocyas, Herbis, Artamon ! my friends ! 
You all are sharers in this news ; the storm 
Is blowing o'er, that hung like night upon us, 

And threaten'd deadly ruin Haste, proclaim 

The welcome tidings loud through all the city. 
Let sparkling lights be seen from every turret. 
To tell our joy, and spread their blaze to heaven. 
Prepare for feasts ; danger shall wait at distance. 
And fear be now no more. The jolly soldier 
And citizen shall meet o'er their full bowls, 
Forget their toils, and laugh their cares away, 
And mirth and triumphs close this happy day. 

[Exeunt Herbis and Artamon. 

Fho, And may succeeding days prove yet mor^ 
happy ! 
Well dost thou bid the voice of triumph sound 
Thro' all our streets ; our city calls thee father : 
And say, Eumenes, dost thou not perceive 
A father's transport rise within thy breast. 
Whilst in this act thou art the hand of Heaven, 
To deal forth blessings, and distribute joy } 

Eum, The blessings, Heaven bestows, are freely 
sent, 
And should be freely shar'd. 

Pho. True Generous minds 

Redoubled feel the pleasure they impart. 
For me, if I've deserv'd by arms or counsels, 
By hazards gladly sought, and greatly prosper'd, 
Whate'er iVe added to the public stock, 
With joy I see it in Eumenes' hands, 
And wish but to receive my share from thee. 

Eum, I cannot, if I would, withhold thy shar«« 
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What thou hast done is thine, the fame thy own ; 
And virtuous actions will reward themselves. 

Pho. Fame — What is that, if courted for herself ? 
Less than a vision ; a mere sound, an echo. 
That calls with mimic voice, thro' woods and la- 
byrinths. 
Her cheated lovers ; lost and heard by fits. 
But never fix'd : a seeming nymph, yet nothing. 
Virtue indeed is a substantial good> 
A real beauty ; yet with weary steps, 
Thro' rugged ways, by long, laborious service, 
When we have traced, and woo'd, and won the dame. 
May we not then expect the dower she brings ? 

Eum, Well ask that dowry ; say, can Damas- 
cus pay it ? 
Her riches shall be tax'd,name but the sum, 
Her merchants with some costly gems shall grace 

thee; 
Nor can Heraclius fail to grant thee honours, 
Proportion'd to thy birth and thy desert. 

Fho. And can Eumenes think I would be brib'd 
By trash, by sordid gold, to venal virtue ! 
What ! serve my country for the same mean hire, 
That can corrupt each villain to betray her ? 
Why is she savM from these Arabian spoilers. 

If to be strippM by her own sons ? Forgive me 

If the thought glows on my cheeks ! I know 

Twas mentioned but to prove how much I scorn it. 

Yes, Eumenes, 

I have ambition— yet the vast reward 

That swells my hopes, and equals all my wishes, 

Is in thy gift alone it is Eudocia. 

Eum, Eudocia ! Phocyas,! am yet thy friend, 
And therefore will not hold thee long in doubt. 
Thou must not think of her. 

Pho. Not think of her ! 
Impossible. — She's ever present to me, 
Mylife^ my soul I She animates my beings 
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And kindles up my thoughts to worthy actions. 
And why, Eumenes, why not think of her ? 
Is not my rank 

Eum. Forbear— — What need a herald, 
To tell me who thou art ? — ^Yetonce again—— 
Since thou wilt force me to a repetition, 
I say, thou must not think of hen 
My choice has destin'd her to Eutyches ? 

Pho, And has she then consented to that choice } 

Eum. Has she consented !— ^What is her consent ? 
Is she not mine ? 

Pko, She is— and, in that title. 
Even kings with envy may behold thy wealth. 
And think their kingdoms poor ! ■ a nd yet, £u* 

menes. 
Shall she, by being thine, be barred a privilege 
Which even the meanest of her sex may claim ? 
Thou wilt not force her ? 

Eum, Who. has told thee so ? 
Fd force her to be happy. 

Pho, That thou canst not. 
What happiness subsists in loss of freedom ? 

Eum, Tis well, young man — Why then, FU learn 
from thee 
To be a very tame, obedient father. 
Thou hast already taught my child her duty. 
I find the source of all her disobedience, 
Her hate of me, her scorn of Eutyches ; 
Was this the spring of thy romantic bravery, 
Thy boastful merit, thy officious service ? 

Pho, It was — with pride I own it — 'twas Eudocia* 
I have serv'd thee in serving her, thou know'st it ; 
Why wilt thou force me thus to be a braggart, 
And tell thee that which thou shouldst tell thyself f 
It grates my soul — I am not wont to talk thus. 

But I recall my words 1 have done nothing. 

And would disclaim all merit, but my love. 

i{!tti».0 no-*8ay on, that thou hast saVd Damascus ; 
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Is it not so ? Look o'er her battlements. 

See if the flying foe have left their camp ! 

Why are our gates yet closed, if thou hast freed us ? 

Tis true, thou'st fought a skirmish— What of 

that? 
Had Eutyches been present 

Fho. Eutyches! 
Why yiWt thou urge my temper with that trifler ? 
O let him come ! that in yon spacious plain 
We may together charge the thickest; ranks. 
Rush on to battle, wounds, and glorious death, 
And prove who 'twas that bes^ deserved Eudocia. 

£ttm. That will be seen ere long — But^ since I 
find 
Thou arrogantly wouldst usurp dominion, 
Believ'st thyself the guardian genius here, 
And that our fortunes hang upon thy sword ; 
Be that first try'd-^for know, that from this moment^ 
Thou here hast no command — Farewell !— So stay, 
Or hence, and join the foe — thou hast thy choice, 

[Exit EUMEKES. 

Pho. Spum'd and degraded I — ^Proud, ungrateful 
manl 
Am I a bubble then, blown up by thee^ 
And toss'd into the air, to make thee sport f 

Hence to the foe ! Tis well Eudocia, 

Oh, I will see thee, thou wrong'd excellence ! 
But how to speak thy wrongs, or my disgrace— 
Impossible ! Oh rather let me walk. 
Like a dumb ghost^ and burst mV heart in silence. 

lExU, 
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SCENE II. 



The Garden. 



Enter Eudocia. 

End. Why must we meet by stealth, like guihy 
lovers ? 

But 'twill not long be so What joy 'twill be 

To own ray hero in his ripen'd honours. 
And hear applauding crowds pronounce me blest! 
Sure he'll be here — See the fair rising moon, 
Ere day*s remaining twilight scarce is spent, 
Hangs up her ready lamp, and with mild lustre 
Drives back the hovering shade ! Come, Phocyas, 

come ; 
This gentle season is a friend to love ; 
And now methinks I could with equal passion, 
Meet thine, and tell thee all my secret soul. 

Enter Peiocyas. 

He hears me — O my Phocyas !— What — not an- 
swer ! 

Art thou not he ; or art some shadow Speak. 

Pho, I am indeed a shadow — I am nothing 

End. What dost thou mean ? For now I know thee 

Phocyas. 
Pho, And never can be thine ! 
It will have vent — ^O barbarous, curst — but hold — 

I had forgot It was Eudocia's father ! 

O, could I too forget how he has us'd me ! 

Eitd, 1 fear to ask thee 

Pho. Dost thou fear ? — Alas, 
i 
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Then thou wilt pity ine — O generous maid ! 
Thou hast charm'd down the rage that swelFd mj 
heart, 

And chok'd my voice nowl can speak to thee. 

And yet ^tis worse than death, what I have suffer'd; 
It is the death of honour ! — Yet that's little ; 
'Tis more, Eudocia, 'tis the loss of thee ! 

End. Hast thou not conquered — What are all these 
shouts. 
This voice of general joy, heard far around 
What are these fires, that cast their glimmering 

light 
Against the sky? Are not all these thy triumphs ! 
. Pho. O name not triumph ! Talk no more of con- 
quest ! 
It is indeed a night of general joy ; 
But not to me ? Eudocia, I am come 
To take a last farewell of thee for ever. 

Eud. A last farewell ! 

Pho. Yes ; How wilt thou hereafter 

Look on a wretch despis'd,revird, cashiered, 
Stript of command, like a base, beaten coward > 

Thy cruel father 1 have told too much ; 

I should not but for this have felt the wounds 
I got in fight for him — now, now they bleed! 
But I have done — and now thou hast my story. 
Is there a creature so accurst as Phocyas ? 

End. And can it be ? — Is this then thy reward f 
O Phocyas 1 never wouldst thou tell me yet. 
That thou hadst wounds ; now I must feel them too. 
For is it not for me thou hast borne this ? 
What else could be thy crime ? Wert thou a traitor^ 
Hadst thou betra/d us, sold us to the foe— r— 

Pho. Would 1 be yet a traitor, I have leave ; 
Kay, I am dai^d to it, with mocking scorn. 
My crime indeed was asking thee ; that only . 
Has canceird all, if I had any merit ! 
The city now is safe, my service slighted, 

d2 
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And I discarded, Uk« an useless thiog. 

Nay, bid begone — ^Andif I like that better. 

Seek out new friends, and join yon barbarous host ! 

Ettd. Hold— 4et me think a while— ^ 

[fFaUci aside. 
Tho' my heart bleed, 

I would not have him see these dropping tears-^ 
And wilt thou go, then,Phocya8 ? 

Pho, To my grave ; 
Where can I bury else this foul disgrace ? 

Eud, Art thou sure 
Thou hast been us'd thus ? art thou quite undone f 

Pho. Yes, very sure What dost thou mean ? 

Eud. That then, it is a time for me — O, Heaven 1 
that I 
Alone am grateful to thb wondrous man ! 
To own thee, Phocyas, thus — [GiviHghcr Handel nay, 

glory in thee, 
And show, without a blush, how much I love. 
We must not part 

P^. Then I am rich again! [^EndHradng ker* 

O, no, we will not part ! Confirm it. Heaven ! 
'Novf thou shalt see how I will bend my spirit. 
With what soft patience I will bear my wrongs^ 
Till I have weary'd out thy father's scorn: 
Yet I have worse to tell thee — Eutyches- ■■■■ 

Eud* Why wilt thou name him'f 

Pho. Now, even now, he's coming ! 
Just hovering o'er thee, like a bird of prey : 

Thy father vows— *for I must tell thee al l 

'Twas this that wrung my heart, and rack'd my 

brain, 
Even to distraction I — ^vows thee to his bed ; 
Nay, threaten'd force, if thou refuse obedience* 

Eud. Force ! threaten'd force !«— my father- 
•where is nature ! 
Is that, too, banbh'd from his heart l***0 then 
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I have no father — How have I deserv'd this ? — 

[IVeeping, 
No home, but am henceforth an outcast orphan ; 
For I will wander to earth's utmost bounds, 
Ere give my hand to that detested contract. 
O, save me, Phocyas ! thou hast sav'd my father — 

Must I yet call him so, this cruel father 

How wilt thou now deliver poor Eudocia ? 
Pho. See, how we're join'd in exile ! How our 
fate 
Conspires to warn us both to leave this city ! 
Thou know'st the emperor is now at Antioch ; 
I have an uncle there, who when the Persian, 
As now the Saracen, had nigh o'errun 
The ravag'd empire, did him signal service. 
And nobly was rewarded. There, Eudocia, 
Thou mi^htst be safe, and I may meet with justice, 
Eud, Tiiere — any where, so we may fly this place. 
See, Phocyas, what thy wrongs and mine have 

wrought, 
Jn a weak woman's frame ! for I have courage 
To share thy exile now, thro'ev'rv danger. 
Danger is only here, and dwells with guilt. 
With base ingratitude, and h^^rd oppression. 
Pfio. Then let us lose no time, but hence, this 
night. 
The'gates I can command, and will provide 
Thejmeans of our escape. Some five hours hence. 
Twill then be turn'd of midnight, we may meet 
In the piazza of Uonoria's convent. 

End* I know it well ; the place is most secure, 
And near adjoining to this garden wall. 
There thou shaltfind me — Oh, protect us. Heaven ! 
Pho. Fear not ; thy innocence will be our guard ; 
Sopie pitying angel will attend thy steps. 
Guide thee unseen, and charm the sleeping foe. 
Till thou art safe ! Oh, I have suffer d nothing, 
Thus gaining thee, and this great generous proof 

d3 
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How blest I am in my Eudocia's love ! 
My only joy, farewell ! 

End. Farewell, my Phocyas ! 
I have no friend but thee — ^yet thee Til call 
Friend, father, lover, guardian !-^Thoa art all ! 

iEx€wa 



ACT THE THIRD* 

SCENE I. 

Caled's Teni. 

Enter Caled and Attekoakts. Seroius heid by 
Two Guards, bound with Cords. 

Ser>, Oh, ftiercy, mercy ! 

Co/. Mercy ! what's that ? — Look, yonder on the field 
Ofour late fight ! Go, talk of mercy there. 
Will the dead hear thy voice ? 

Ser, O spare me yet. 

(Ud, Thou wretch I — Spare ^ee ; to what } To 
live in torture ! 
Are not thy limbs all bruised, thy bones disjointed. 
To force thee to confess ? and wouldst thou drag, 
Like a cnish'd serpent, a vile, mangled being ? 
My eyes abhor a coward — Hence, and die! 

Ser. Oh ! I have told thee all— ^When first pursued, 
I fix'd my letters on an arrow's point, 
And shot them o'er the walls — 

Cd. Hast thou told all > 
Well, then thou shalt have metcy to requite thee ; 
Behold ni send thee forward on thy errand. 
Strike off his head ; then cast it o'er the gates! 
There let thy tongue tell o'er its (ale aga^ ! 
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Sen O, bloody Sancens ! 

[Exit Seroius, drugged away by the Guards* 

Enter Abudah. 

Cal. Abudab, welcome ! 

Abu, O Caledy what aa evening was the last ! 

Cal, Name it no more; remembrance sickens with 
it, 
And therefore sleep is banished from this night; 
Nor shall to-morrow's sun open his eye 
Upon our shame, ere doubly weVe redeemed it. 
Have all the captains notice } 

Abu, I have walked 
The rounds to-night, ere the last hour of prayer. 
From tent to tent, and wam'd them to be ready. 
What must be done 1 

Co/. Thou know'st th' important news, 
Which we have intercepted by this slave, 
Of a new army's march. The time now calls. 
While these soft Syrians are dissolved in riot, 
Fool'd with success, and not suspecting danger. 
To form a new attack ere breiitk of day ; 
So, like the wounded leopard, shall we rush 
From out our covers on these drowsy hunters. 
And seize them, unprepared to 'scape our vengeance. 

Abu, Great captain of the armies of the faithful ! 
I know thy mighty and unconquer'd spirit; 
Yet hear me, Caled, hear and weigh my doubts, 
Our angry prophet frowns upon our vices. 
And visits us in blood. Why else did terror. 
Unknown before, seize all our stoutest bands? 
The angel of destruction was abroad ; 
The archers of the tribe of Thoal fled, 
So long renown'd, or spent their shafts in vain ; 
The feathered flights eir d thro' the boundless air. 
Or the death tum'd on him that drew the bow I 
YUm can this bode ? — Let me speak plainer yet ; 
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Is it to propagate th' unspotted law 

We fight ? Tis well ; it is a noble cause; 

But much I fear infection is among us ; 

A boundless lust of rapine guides our troops. 

We learn the christian vices we chastise, 

And, tempted with the pleasures of the soil, 

More than with distant hopes of Paradise, 

I fear, may soon — but oh, avert it Heaven ! " - 

Fall even a prey to our own spoils and conquests. 

Qd. No — thou mistak'st ; thy pious zeal deceives 
thee. 
Our prophet only chides our sluggard valour. 
Thou saw'st how in the vale of Honan once 
The troops, as now defeated, fled confus'd * 
Even to the gates of Mecca's holy city ? -f' 
Till Mahomet himself there stopp'd their entrance. 
A javelin in his hand, and turn'd them back 
Upon the foe ; they fought again, and conquered. 
Behold how we may best appease his wrath ! 
His own example points us out the way. 

Abu. Well be it then resolv'd. Th* indulgent 

hour 
Of better fortune is, I hope, at hand. 
And yet, since Phocyas has appeared its (Champion, 
How hA« this city rais*d its drooping head ! 
As if some charm prevailed where'er he fought ; 
Our strength seems wither'd, and our feeble weapons 
Forget their wonted triumph — were he absent 

CaL I would have sought him out in the last action. 
To single fight, and put that charm to proof, 
Had not a foul and sudden mist arose 
Ere I arriv'd, to have restor'd the combat. 
But let it be — ^'tis past. We yet may meet, 
And 'twill be known whose arm is then the stronger. 

Enter Darax. 

Dar. Health to the race of Ismael ! and days 
More prosperous than the last — ^a christian captive 
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Is MYn witbin my watch, and waits his doom. 
CaL Bring forth the slave ! — O thou keen vulture, 
death! 
Do we then feed thee only thus by morsels I 
Whole armies never can suffice thy anger. 

[Dakan goe$ aut^ and re-enterg with 
PuocTAa. 
Whence, and what art thou i-*-Of Damascus? -^ 

Daran, 
Where didst thou find this dumb and sullen thing, 
That seems to lour defiance on our anger ? 

Dar, Marching in circuit, with the horse thou 
gav'st me, 
T observe the city gates, I saw from far 
Two persons issue forth; the one advanced, 
And ere he could retreat, my horsemen seiz'd him ; 
The other was a woman, and had fied, 
Upon a signal given at our approach, 
And got within the gates. Wouldst thou know morCi 
Himself, if he will speak, can best inform thee. 
Col* Have I not seen thy face } 
Abu. \To Caled.] He heais thee not; 
His eves are ^x'd on earth f some deep distress 
Is at his heart. This is no common captive. 

Co/. A lion in the toils ! We soon shall tame him* 
Still art thou dumb ?«— -Nay, His in vain to cast 
Thy gloomy looks so oft around this place. 
Or frown upon thy bonds — ^thou canst not 'scape« 
Fho. Then be it so — the worst is past already, 
And life ia now not w«rth a moment's pause. 
Do you not know me yet— think of the man 
You have most cause to curse, and I am he. 
Cal. Ha! Phocyas? 

Abu. Phocyas ! — Mahomet, we thank thee ! 
Now dost thou smile again. 

Cal, [Aside,'] This is indeed a prize ! 
Is it because thou know'st what slaughtered heaps 
There yet unbury'd lie without the camp^ 
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Whose ghosts have all this night, passing the Zorat^ 
Call'd from the bridge of death to thee to follow. 
That now thouVt here to answer to their cry ? 
Howe'er it be, thou know'st thy welcome—-^ 

Pho. Yes, 
Thou proud, blood-thirsty Arab ! — ^Well I know 
What to expect from thee : I know ye all. 
How should the author of distress and ruin 
Be mov'd to pity ? That's a human passion. 
No— in your hungry eyes, that look revenge, 
I read my doom. Where are your racks, your toiw 
tures? 

Fm ready lead me to them ; I can bear 

The worst of ills from you. You're not my friends. 
My countrymen. — ^Yet were you men, I could 
Unfold a story — But no more — Eumenes, 
Thou hast thy wish, and I am now — ^a worm ! 

Abu. [To Caled, asideJ] Leader of armies, hear 
him ! for my mind 
Presages good accruing to our cause 
By this event. 

C(d. I tell thee then, thou wrongest us,. 
To think our hearts thus steel'd, or our ears deaf 
To all that thou raay'st utter. Speak, disclose 
The secret woes that throb within thy breast. . 
Now, by the silent hours of night, we'll hear thee. 
And mute attention shall await thy words. . 

Pho, T'his is not then the palace in Damiscus L 
If you will hear, then I indeed have wron^ you* 
How can this be ? — When he, for whom IVe fought. 
Fought against you, has yet refus'd to hear me ! . 
You seem surprised. — It was ingratitude 
That drove me out, an exile, not a foe.. 

Abu. Is it possible ? 
Are these thy christian friends ? 

Cat. *Tis well — we thank them : 
They help us to subdue themselves — But who 
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Was the companion of thy flight ? — A woman, 
So Daran said 



Phot Tis there I am most wretched- 



Oh, I am torn from all my soul held dear, 
And my life's blood flows out upon the wound ! 
That woman — ^'twas for her — How shall I speak it? 
Eudocia, Oh^ fUrewell ! — V\\ tell you, then. 
As fast as these heart-rending sighs will let roe ; 
I lov'd the daughter of the proud Eumenes, 
And long in secret woo'd her; not unwelcome 
To her my visits ; but I fear'd her father, 
Who oft had pressed her to detested nuptials, 
And therefore durst not, till this night of joy. 
Avow to him my courtship. Now I thought her 
Mine, by a double claim, of mutual vows. 
And service yielded at his greatest need : 
When, as I mov'd my suit, with sour disdain. 
He mock'd my service, and forbade my love ; 
Degraded me from the command I bore. 
And with defiance bade me seek the foe. 
How has his curse prevailed ! — The generous maid 
Was won by my distress to leave the city ; 
And cruel fortune made me thus your prey. 

Abu, [Aside.] My soul is mov'd — ^Thou wert a man, 
O, prophet ! 
Forgive, if 'tis a crime, a human sorrow. 
For injur'd worth, though in an enemy! 

Pho, Now — since you've heard my story, set me 
free, 
That I may save her yet, dearer than life, 
From a tyrannic father's threaten'd force ; 
Gold, gems, and purple vests, shall pay my ransom ; 
Nor shall my peaceful sword henceforth be drawn 
In fight, nor break its truce with you for ever. 

Cal. No— there's one way, a better, and but one. 
To save thyself, and make some reparation 
For all the numbers thy bold hand has slain* 
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Pho» O, name it quickly^ and my soul will bless 

thee! 
Cal. Embrace our faitb, Und share with ns our for* 

tunes. 
Pho. Then I am lost again ! 
Cal. What? when we offer, 
Not freedom only, but to raise thee high, 
To greatness, conquest, ^ory, heavenly bliss! 

Pho. To sink me dovm to infomy, perdition^ 
Here and hereafter ! Make my name a curse 
To present times, to every future age 
A proverb and a scorn! — ^take back thy mercy, 
And know I now disdain it* 

CaL As thou wilt 
The time's too precious to be wasted longer. 
In words with Uiee. Thou know'st thy doom — far«- 
welh 
Abu. Hear me, Caled; grant him some short 
space ; [Atide to C a ls d. 

Perhaps he will at length accept thy bounty. 

Try him, at least 

Cal. Well — be it so, then* Daran, 
Guard well thy charge — ^Thou hast an hour to live ; 
If thou art wise, thou ma/st prolong that term ; 
If not — why— Fare thee well, and think of death. 

[ExeuiU Caled and Abudau. 
Pho. [Daeak waiimg at a Distance,] Farewellj^ 
and think of death I Was it not so ? 
Do murderers then preach morality ? 
But how to think of what the living know not. 
And the dead cannot, or else may not, tell ?^- 
What aft thou, O thou great mysterious terror ! 
The way to thee we know I disease^ famine, 
Sword, fire, and all thy ever open gates. 
That day and night stand ready to receive us. 
But whaf s beyond them ? — Who will draw that veil / 
Yet death's not there-**No ; 'tis a point of time, 
3 
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The verge 'twixt mortal and immortal beings. 
It mocks our thoughts! On this side all is life; 
And when we have reach'd it, in that very instant, 
Tis past the thinking of ! Oh ! if it be 
The pangs, the throes, the agonizing struggles 
When soul and body part, sure I have felt it, 
And there's no more to fear. 

Dor, [Aside^ Suppose I now 
Despatch him ! — Right — What need to stay for or* 

ders? 
I wbh I durst ! — ^Yet what I dare Til do. 
Your jewels, christian — You'll not need these trifles— 

[Searching km* 

Pko. I pnty thee, slave, stand- off— My soul^ too 
busy 
To lose a thought on thee. 

Enter Abudah. 

Abu, What's this ? — forbear ! 
Who gave thee leave to use this violence? 

[Takes the JeweUfrom him, and lays them on m 
Table. 
Dar. [Aside.] Den/d my booty! curses on his 
head ! 
Was not the founder of our law a robber ? 
Why, 'twas for that I left my countr3r's gods, 
Menaph and Uzsea. Better still be pagan, 
Than starve with a new faith. 

Abu, What, dost thou mutter ? 
Daran, withdraw, and better learn thy duty. 

[ExH DAftAir* 
Phocyas, perhaps thou know'st me no t 

Pho, 1 know 
Thy name Abudah, and thy office here. 
The second in command. What more thou Brt| 
Indeed I cannot tell. 
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Aim,- True, for thou yet 
Know'st not I am thy friend. 

Pho. Is't possible f— 
Tibou speak'st me fair. 

Abu. What dost thou think of life? 
Pho. I think not of it ; death was in my thoughts. 
On hard conditions, life were but a load. 
And I will lay it down. 
Abu. Art thou rcsolv'd ? 

Pho. I am, unless thou bring'st me better terms 
Than those I have rejected. 

Abu. Think again. 
Caled by me once more renews that offer. 

Pho. Thou say'st thou art my friend : Why dost 
thou try 
To shake the settled temper of my breast ? 
My soul has just discharged her cumbrous train 
Of hopes and fears, prepared to take her voyage 
To other seats, where she may rest in peace ; 
And now thou call'st me back, to beat again. 
The painfuVroad of life — ^Tempt me no more 
To be a wretch, for I despise the offer. 

Abu. The general knows thee brave, and 'tis for 
that 
He seeks alliance with thy noble virtues. 
Pho. He knows me brave ! — Why does he then thus, 
trent me ? 
No ; he believes I am so poor of soul, 
That, barely for the privilege to live, 
I would be bought his slave. But, go, tell him. 
The little space of life, his scorn bequeathe xae. 
Was lent in vain, and he may take the forfeit. 
Abu. Why wilt thou wed thyself to misery, 
When our faith courts thee to eternal blessings! 
When truth. itself is, like a seraph, come 
To loose thy bands ? — The light divine, whose beamg 
Pierc'd through the gloom of Hera's sacred cave. 
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And there illumined the great Mahomet, 
Arabia's morning star, now shines on thee. 
Arise, salute with joy the guest from heaven, 
Follow her steps, and be no more a captive. 

Pho, But whither must I follow ? — ^answer that. 
Is she a guest from heaven? What marks divine, 
What signs, what wonders, vouch her boasted mission? 
Abu, What wonders! — turn thy eye to Mecca! 
mark 
How far from Caaba first, that hallowed temple, 
Her glory dawn'd ! — then look how swift its courrse, 
As when the sun beams, shooting through a cloud. 
Drive o'er the meadow's face the flying shades ! 
Have not the nations bent before our swords, 
Like ripen'd com before the reaper's steel ? 
Why is all this ? Why does success still wait 
Upon our laws, if not to show, that Heaven 
First sent it forth, and owns it still by conquest. 

Fho, Dost thou ask why is this I — O, why indeed ? 
Where is the man, can read Heaven's secret coun- 
sels ? — 
Why did I conquer in another cause. 
Yet now am here— 

Ahu. I'll tell thee — thy good angel 
Has seiz'd thy hand unseen, and snatch'd thee out 
From swift destruction ; know, ere day shall dawn, 
Damascus will in blood lament its fall ! 
We've heard what army is design'd to march 
Too late to save her. Now, e'en now, our force 
Is just preparing for a fresh assault. 
Now too thou might'st revenge thy wrongs — so Caled 
Charg'd me to say, and more — ^that he invites thee ; 
Thou know'st the terras — to share with him the con- 
quest. 
Fho. Conquest ? — Revenge ! — Hold, let me think — 
O, horror! 
Revenge ! O, what revenge? Bleed on, my wounds, 
For thus to be reven^d, were it not worse 

£2 
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Than all that I can suffer ? — But, Eudocia — 
Where will she then — Shield her, ye pitying powers, 
And let ine die in peace ! 

Abu. Hear me once more, 
Tis all I have to offer; mark me now ! 
Caled has sworn Eudocia shall be safe. 

Fho. Ha! safe — but how ! A wretched captive too ! 

jibu. He swears she shall be free, she shall be thine. 

Pko. Then I am lost indeed 

Jbu. The time draws n^ar, and I must quickly 
leave thee ; 
But first reflect, that, in this fatal night, 
Slaughter and rapine may be loos'd alnroad. 
And, while they roam with unextinguished rage. 
Should she thou Ipv'st — (well may'st thou start) — ^be 

m^de. 
Perhaps unknown, some barb'rous soldiei's prey ; 
Should she then fall a sacrifice to lust — 
Or brutal fury 

Pho, Oh— this pulls my heart strings ! [Falis. 
Earth open — save me, save me from that thought. 

Aim, Nay, do not plunge thyself in black despair ; 
Look up, poor wretch, thou art not shipwreck'd yet. 
Behold an anchor ; am not I thy friend ? 

Pho. [Ruing.] Ha ! Who, what art thou ? 

[Raving. 
My friend ? that's well ; but, hold — are all friends 

honest? 
What's to b$) done? — Hush, hark ! what voice is that? 

Abu. There is no voice ; 'tis yet the dead of night. 
The guards, without, keep silent watch around us. 

Pho. Again — it calls — ^etis she — O, lead me to her — 

Abu, Thy passion mocks thee with imaging sounds. 

Pko. Sure 'twas Eudocia's voice, cry'd out — For- 
bear, 
What shall I do ?--0, Heaven ! 

Abu. Heaven shows thee what. 
May, now it » too late ; see, Caled comes 
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With anger on bis brow. Quickly withdraw 

To the next tent, and there 

Fho. [Rwwig.] What do I see ? 
Damascus! conquest! ruin! rapes and murder I 
Villains ! — Is there no more— O, save her, save her ! 

[Exeim^PnocYAS and Abudah. 

Enter Caled and Da ran. 

Bar, Behold, on thy approach, they shift their 
ground. 

Cal. Tis as thou say'st ; he trifles with my mercy. 

Bar, Speak, shall I fetch his head ? 

Cal. No, stay you here, 
I cannot spare thee yet. Raphan, go thou. 

\To an Officer. 
But, hold — I've thought again— he shall not die. 
Go, tell him he shall live, till he has seen 
Damascus sink in flames ; till he behold 
That slave, that woman idol he adores. 
Or given a prize to some brave mussulman, 
Or slain before his face ; then if he sue 
For death as for a boon — perhaps we'll grant it. 

[JEdTfY Raphan. 

Bar. The capt|iins wait thy orders. 

Cal. Are the troops 
Ready to march ? 

Bar. They are. 

Cdp Mourn, thou haughty city ! 
The bow is bent, nor canst thou 'scape thy doom. 
Who turns his back henceforth, our prophet curse 

him! 
Pflr.Butwho commands the trusty bands ofMecca? 
Thou know'st their leader fell in the last fight. 
Cal. 'Tis true; thou, Daran, well deservs't that 
charge ; 
I've mark'd what a keen hatred, like my own, 
Dwells in thy breast against these christian dogs. 
Bar. Thou dost me right. 

£3 
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Cal. And therefore HI rewaurd it 
Be that command now thine. And here — this sa^ire^ 
Bless'd in the field by Mahomet himself, 
' At Caabar^s prosperous fight, shall aid thy arm. 

. Dar, Thanks, my good chief; with this I'll, better 
thank thee. [Taking the Scimitar. 

Cal. Myself will lead the troops of the black 
standard, 
And at the eastern gate begin the storm. 

Dar. But why do we not move ? 'twill soon be day. 
Metbinks I'm cold, and would grow warm with action. 
Cal. Then hf^ste, and tell Abadah — O, thou'rt wel- 
come ! 

Enter Abu'dah. 

Thy charge awaits thee. Where's the stubborn cap- 
tive? 

Ahu. Indeed he's brave. I left him for a moment 
In the next tent. He's scarcely yet himself. 

Cal But is he our^ ? 

Aim. The threats of death are. nothing; 
Though thy last message shook his soul, as winds 
On the bleak hills bend down some lofty pine ; 
Yet still he held his root, till I found means. 
Abating somewhat of thy first demand. 
If not to make him wholly ours, at least 
To gain sufficient to our end. 

Cal. Say how ? 

Abu. Oft tie inclined, oft started back ; at Ust, 
When just consenting, for a while he paus'd, 
Stood fix'd in thought, and lift his eyes to heaven; 
Then, as with fresh recover'd force, cry'd out, 

Renounce my faith! Never 1 answered, ffO| 

That now he should not do i^ 

Cal. How! 

Aim* Yet hear. 
For cilice 1 saw him now so lost in passion. 
That liiust be left to his more temperate thougl^ts. 
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Mean time I urg'd, conjured, at last constrained him. 

By all he held most dear, nay, by the voice 

Of Providence, that, called him now to save, 

IVith her he loVd, perhaps the lives of thousandSy 

No longer to resist his better fate, 

But join his arms in present action with us, 

And swear he would be faithful. 

CtU, What, no more? 
Then he's a christian still ! 
' Abu, Have patience yet : 
For if by him we can surprise the city 

Cal. Say'stthou? 

Abu, Hear what's agreed ; but on the terms 
That ev'ry unresisting life be spar'd. 
I shall command some chosen faithful bands, 
Phocyas will guide us to the gate, from whence 
He late escap'd, nor do we doubt but there 
With ease to gain admittance. 

Cal. Tbb is something. 

And yet I do not like this half ally 

Is he not still a christian ?— rBut no matt CT -^ 
Mean time I will attack the eastern gate ; 
Who first succeeds gives entrance to the rest. 
Hear al} ! — Prepare ye now for boldest deeds, 
AndknoM^, the prophet will reward your valour. 
Think th^^t we all to certain triumph move ; 
Who falls in fight yet meets the prize above. 
There, in. the gardens of eternal spring, . 
While birds of Paradise around you sing, 
Each, with his blooming beauty by his side, 
Shall drink rich wines, that in full rivers glide, 
Breathe fragrant g^les o'er fields of spice that blow, 
And gather fruits immortal as they grow ; 
Ecstatic bliss shftU your whole powers employ. 
And ev'ry sense be lost in ev'ry joy. lExeuiU. 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



8CEVE I. 

A' great Square in the Citj/, before the Governoh's 

Palace. 

Enter Abv BAH 9 Saracen Cattai-xis and Soldiers; 
xpith Eumenes, Herbis, and other Christians^ 
unarmed, 

Eum, It raust be so^farewell, devoted walls! 
To be surprised thus ! — Hell, and all ye fiends, 
How did ye watch this minute for destruction ! 

Herb, We've been betrayM by riot and debauch J 
Curse on the traitor guard. 

£iim. T-he guard above, 
Did that sleep too } 

Abu, Christians, complain no more, 
What you have ask'd is granted. Are ye men, 
And dare ye question thus, with bold impatience. 
Eternal justice ! — Know, the doom from heaven 
Falls on your towers, resistless as the boh 
That fires the cedars on your mountain tops. 
Be meek, and learn with bumble awe to bear 
The mitigated ruin. Worse had follow'd, 
Had ye opposM our numbers. Now you're safe ; 
Quarter and liberty are giv'n to all ; 
And little do ye think how much ye owe 
To one brave enemy, whom yet ye know not. 

Enter Artamon, hastily. 

Art. All's lost !— Ha!— Who are these? 
Bum. All's lost, indeed. 
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Yield up thy sword, if thoa wouldst share our safety. 
Thou com'st too late to bring us news. 

Jrt. Oh ! no 

The news, I bring, is from the eastern guard. 
Caled has forc'd the gate, and-^but he's here. 
[A Cry mthaut,] Fly, fly, they follow Quarter, 

mercy, quarter ! 
Cided. [fviihout.] No quarter ! Kill, I say. ^ Are 

they not christians ? 
More blood I our prophet asks it. 

Enter Cal^d, with Darax. 

What, Abudah ! 

Well met ! But wherefore are the looks of peace ? 

Why sleeps thy sword ! 

Abu. Caled, our task is over. 
Behold the chiefs ! they have resigned the palace. 

Cal> And sworn t'obey our law ! 

Abu. No. 

Cal. Then fall on. 

Abu, Hold yet, and hear me— Heaven by me has 
spar'd 
The sword its cruel task. On easy terms 
We^ve gained a bloodless conquest. 

Cal. I renounce it. 
Curse on those terms ! The city's mine by storm. 
Fall on, I say 

Abu. Nay, then, I swear ye shall not. 

Cal. Ha ! Who am I ! 

Abu. The general — and I know 
What reverence is your due. 

[Caled givessigns to hu Men tofall on. 
Nay, he who stirs. 

First makes his way thro' me. My honour's pledged ; 
Rob me of that, who dares. [Tk^ stop.] I know thee, 

Caled, 
Chief ia command ; bold, valiant, wise, and faith&l ; 
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Pko^ My Eudocia ! 
Do I yet call thee mine ? - 

Eud. Do I yet see thee f 
Yet hear thee speak ? O how hast thon escap'd 
From barbarous swords^ and men that know not 
mercy ? 

Pko. I've borne a thousand deaths since our last 
parting. 
But wherefore do I talk of death ? — ^fornow, 
Methinks, Fm raisM to life immortal, 
And feel Tm blest beyond the power of change ; 
For thee have triumphed o'er the fiercest foes. 
And turnM them friends. 

Eud. Amazement ! Friends ! 
O all ye guardian powers ! — Say on — O lead me. 
Lead me thro' this dark mase of Providence^ 
Which thou hast trod, that I may trace thy steps 
With silent awe, and worship as I pass. 

Pko, Inquire no more — thou shalt know all here- 

aft«r 

Let me conduct thee hence — 

End. O whither next f 
To what far distant home ? — But 'tis enough, 
That, favour'd thus of Heaven, thou art my guide. ^ 
And as we journey on the painful way, 
Say, wilt thou then beguile the passing hours, 
And open all the wonders of the story ? 
Where is my father ? 

Pho, Thou heavenly maid ! 
Know, I've once more, wrong'd as I am, even sav'd 
Thy father's threaten*d life : nay, sav'd Damascus 
From blood and slaughter, -apd from total ruin. 
O didst thou know to what deadly gulfs 
Of horror and despair I have been driven 
This night, ere my perplexed, bewilder'd, soul . 
Could find its way ! — thou saidst that thou wouldst 
chide i 
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I fear thou wilt : indeed I have done that, 

I could have wish'd t' avoid ^but for a cause 

So lovely, so belov'd 

End. What dost thou mean ? 
ril not indulge a thought that thou couldst do 
One act unworthy of thyself, thy honour, 
And that firm zeal against these foes of Heaven : 
Thou couldst not save thy life, by means inglorious. 

Pho. Alas, thou know st me not — I'm man, frail 



man, 



To error born ; and who, that's man, is perfect. 
To save my life ! O no, well was it risk'd 
For thee 1 had it been lost, 'twere not too much, 
And thou art safe: — O what wouldsc thou havt 

said, 
If I had risk'd my soul to. save Eudocia ! 

Eud. Ha ! speak — Oh no, be dumb — it cannot 
be ! 
And yet thy looks are chang'd, thy lips grow pale. 

Why dost thou shake ? Alas ! I tremble too ! 

Thou couldst not, hast not sworn to Mahomet ? 

Pho* No— I should first have dy'd — nay, given up 
thee. 

Eud, O Phocyas ! was it well to try me thus f 
And yet another deadly fear succeeds ! 
How came these wretches hither? Who revived 
Their fainting arms to unexpected triumph ? 
For while thou fought'st, and fought'st the christiaii 

cause. 
These, batter'd walls were rocks impregnable, 
Their towers of adamant. But, O, I fear 
Some act of thine 

Pho. No more— 111 tell thee all ; 
I found the wakeful foe in midnight council^ 
Resolv'd ere day to make a fresh attack. 
Keen for revenge, and hungry after slaughter'*- 
Could my rack'd soul bear that^ and think of the« } 
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Kay, think of tbee exposM a helpless prey 
To some fierce ruffiaa's violating arms ! 
Oy had the world been mine in that extreme^ 
I should have given whole provinces awfty. 
Nay, all — and thought it little for my ransoihe ! 
Eud. For this then — Oh, thou hast betra/d the 
city ! 
Distrustful of the righteous powers afKiye, 
.That still protect the chaste and innocent : 
And to avert a feign'd, uncertain danger, 
Thou hast brought certain ruin on thy country ! 

Pho. No, the sword, 
Which threatepM to have fill'd the Streets with blood, 
I sheath'd in peace ; thy father, thou, and all 
The citisens are safe, uncaptiv'd, free. 

Eud. Safe ! free ! O no l ife, freedom, every 
good. 
Turns to a curse, if sought by wicked means { 
Yet sure it cannot be ! are these the terras 
On which we meet? — No, we can never meet 
On terms like these ; the hand of death itself 
Could not have torn us from each other's arms. 
Like this dire act ! 
But, Alas! 

Tis thou hast blasted all my joys for ever. 
And cut down hope, like a poor, short-lived flower. 
Never to grow again ! 
t Pho. Cruel Eudocia ! 
If in my heart's dear anguish Fve been fbrc'd 
Awhile from what I was — —dost thou reject me ? 

Think of the cause 

Eud. The cause ! there is no cause — 
Not universal nature could afford 
A cause for this. What were dominion, pomp, 
The wealth of nations, nay, of all the world, 
If weighed with feith unspotted, heavenly truth-; 
Thoughts free from guik, the empire of the mind, 
And all the triumpth of a godlike breast. 
Firm and unmov'd in the great cause of virtue ? 
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Tho. No more thou waken'st in my tortur-d 

heart 
The cruel, conscious, worm, that stings to madness ! 
Oh, Tm undone ! I knaw> ir, and can. bear 
To be undone for thee, but not to lose thee. 

Eud, Poor wretch ! — I pity thee ! — but art thou 
Phocyas, 

The man 1 lov'd? 1 could have dy'd with thee 

Ere thou didst this ; then we had gone together, 
A glorious pair, and soared above the stars, 
But never, never 

Will I be made the curst reward of treason, 
To seal thy doom, to bind a hellish league, 
And to ensure thy everltusting woe. 

Pho, What league ? — ^'tis ended — I renounce it — 

thus [Kneeh. 

I bend to Heaven and thee O thou divine, 

Thou matchless image of all perfect goodness ! 
Do thou but pity yet the wretched PhoCyas, 
Heaven will relent, and all may yet be well. 

End. No we must part. 

Then do not think 

Thy loss in me is worth one drooping tear : 
But if thou wouldst be reconciled to Heaven, 
First sacrifice to Heaven that fatal passion, 
Which causM thy fall ; forget the lost Eudocia. 
Canst thou forget her ? — Oh ! the killing torture, 
To think 'twas love, excess of love, divorc'd us ! 

Farewell for still I cannot speak that word. 

These tears speak for me — O farewell [Exit. 

Pho. [Rcpving.] For ever ! 
Return, return and speak it ; say, for everl 
She's gone — and now she joins the fugitives. 
O hear, all gracious Heaven ! wilt thou at once 
Forgive, and, O, inspireme to some act 
This day, that may in part redeem what's past ! 
Prosper this day, or let it be my last. [Exii. 
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ACT THE FIFTH, 



SCENE I. 



An open place in the Ciijf. 

Enter Caled and Dab an meting* 

Ceded, Soldier, what news ? thou look's! as thou' 
wert angry. 

Dor. Andydursi I say it, so, my chief, lam ; 

I've spoke If it offends, my head is thine. 

Take it, and I am silent. 

Cat, No, say on. 
I know thee honest, and perhaps I guess 
What knits thy brows in frowns 

Dar. Is this, my leader, 
A conquer*d city ? — View yon vale of palms : 
Behold the vanquished christian triumph still. 
Rich in his flight, and mocks thy barren war. 

Cat. The vale of palms ! 

Dar. Beyond those hills, the place 
Where they agreed this day to meet and halt, 
To gather all their forces ; there disguis'd. 
Just now Tveview'd their camp — O, I could curse 
My eyes for what they've seen. 

Cai. What hast thou seen ? 

Dar. Why, all Damascus :~A11 its souls, its 
life, 
Its heart blood, all its treasure, piles of plate, 
Crosses enrich'd with gems, arras and silks. 
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And vests of gold, unfolded to the sun, • 
That rival all his lustre ! 

Col. How ! 

Dar, Tistrue. 
The bees are wisely bearing off their honey, 
And soon the empty hive will be our own. 

Cal^ So forward too ! Curse on this foolish treaty i 

Dor, Forward- - — it looks as if they had been fore- 
wairn'd. 
By Mahomet, the land wears not the face 
Of war, but trade ! and thou wouldst swear its mer- 
chants f 
Were sending forth their loaded caravans 
To all the neighboring countries. 

CaL Dogs ! infidels ! 'tis more than was allowed ! 

Dar. And shall we not pursue them — Robbers ! 
thieves I 
That steal away themselves, and all the/re worth. 
And wrong the valiant soldier of his due ? 

Col, [AwkJ] The caliph shall know this — he shalK 
Abudah, 
This is thy coward bargain — I renounce it, 
Daran, we'll stop their march, and search. 

Dar. And strip — 

Cid. And kill. 

Dar, That's well. And yet I fear 
Abudah's christian friend 

Cal. If possible. 
He should not know of this. No, nor Abudah : 
^ By the seven heavens, his soul's a christian too ! 
' And 'tis by kindred instinct he thus saves 
Their cursed lives, and taints our cause with mercy* 

Dar. I knew my general would not suffer this, 
Therefore I've troops ptepar'd without the gate ; 
Just mounted for pursuit. Our Arab horse 
Will in few minutes reach the place ; yet still 
I must repeat my doubts — that devil Pbocyas 

j3 
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Will know it soon — I met him near the gite : 
My nature sickens at him, and for bodes 
I know not what of ill. 
Col. No more, away 
With thy cold fears-^we'll march this very instant. 
And quickly make this thriftless conquest good : 
The sword too has been wrong'd, and thirsts Ibr 
blood. {Exeunt. 



SCENE ir. 



A Valley full of Tents ; Baggage and Harness fywg up 
and down amongst than. The Prospect termmaiing 
•muh Palm Trees and Hills at a Distance. 



Enter 'EuuzvESy'with Officers oiul Attekdants. 

Eum. [Entering,] Sleep on — and angels be diy 
guard ! — soft slumber 
Has gently stole her from her griefs awhile, 
Let none approach the tent — Are out guards placM 
On yonder bills ? [To an Officeh* 

Offi. They are. 

Eum, [Striking his Breast.] Damascus, O — 
Still art thou here ! — Let me intreat you, friends^ 
To keep strict order ; I have no command, 
And can but now advise you^ 
. Offi. You are still 
Our head and leader. 
We're all prepared to follow you. 

Eum. I chank you. 
The sun will soon go down upon our sorrows. 
And, till to-morrow's dawn, this is our home : 
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Meanwhile, each, as be can, forget his loss. 

And bear the present lot 

3 Offi, Sir, I have mark'd 
The camp's extent : 'tis stretch'd quite through the 

valley. 
I think that more than half the city's here. 

Eum. The prospect gives me much relief. I'm 

pleas'd, 
My honest countrymen, t' observe your numbers ; 
And yet it fills my eyes with tears — 'Tis said. 
The mighty Persian wept, when he survpy'd 
His numerous army, but to think them mortal ; 
Yet he then flour ish'd in prosperity. 
Alas! what's that? — Prosperity! — a harlot, 
That smiles but to betray I 
Hear me, all gracious Heaven, 
Let me wear out my small remains of life 
Obscure, content with humble poverty, 
Or, in affliction's hard but wholesome school. 
If it must be — I'll learn to know myself. 
And that's more worth than empire. But, O Heaven,^ 
Curse me no more with proud prosperity ! 
It has undone me ! — Herbis ! where, my friend. 
Hast thou been this long hour? 

Enter Herbis. 

Herb. On yonder summit, 
To take a farewell prospect of Damascus. 

Evm. And it is worth a look? 

Herb, No — I've forgot it. 
All our possessions are a grasp of air : 
We're cheated, whilst we think weliold them fast: 
And when they're gone, we know that they were no- 
thing. — 
But I've a deeper wound. 

E%tm. Poor, good old man ! 
Tis true— thy son— there thou'rt indeed unhappy. 
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Enter Aktamok. 

What, Artamon ! art thou heFe, tool 

Art, Yesysir. 
I never boasted much. 
Yet Fve some honour, and a soldier's pride; 
1 like not these new lords. 

Eum. Thou'rt brave and honest. 
Nay, we'll not yet despair. A time may come. 
When from these brute barbarians we may wrest 
Once more our pleasant seats. — Alas ! ' how soon 
The flatterer hope is ready with his song, 
To charm us to forgetfulness ! — No more — 
Let that be left to Heaven. — See, Herbis, see, 
Methinks we've here a goodly ^ity yet. 
Was it not thus our great forefathers li/d, 
In better times — ^in humble fields and tents. 
With all their flocks and herds, their moving wealth ! 
See, too, where our own Pharphar winds his stream 
Through the long vale, as if to follow us, 
And kindly offers his cool, wholesome draughts. 
To ease us in our march ! — Why, this is plenty. 

Enter Eudocia* 

My daughter ! — wherefore hast thou left thy tent ? 
What breaks so soon thy rest f 

Eud, Rest is not there. 
Or 1 have sought in vain, and cannot find it. 
Oh, no ! — we're wanderers, it is our doom ; 
There is no rest for us. 

Eum, Thou art not well. 

End. I would, if possible, avoid myself. 
I'm better now, near you. 

Eum. Near me! alas. 
The tender vine so wreathes its folded arms 
Around some falling elm — =lt wounds my heart 
To think thou follow'st but to share my ruin, 
'ost all but thee. 
3 
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Eud, Oy say not so! 
You have lost nothing ; no— you have preservM^ 
Immortal wealth, your faith inviolate 
To Heaven and to your country. 
Ruin is yonder, in Damascus, now 
The seat ahhorr'd of cursed infidels. 
Infernal error, like a plague, has spread 
Contagion through its guilty palaces. 
And we are fled from death. 

Eum. Heroic maid ! 
Thy words are balsam to my griefs. Eudocia, 
I never knew thee till this day ; I knew not 
How many virtues I had wrong'd in thee ! 

Eud, If you talk thus, you have not yet forgiven me. 

Eum. Forgiven thee ! — Why, for thee it is, thee 
only, 
I think, Heaven yet may look with pity on us ; 
Yes, we must all forgive each other now. 
Poor Herbis, too— we both have been to blame. 
O, Phocyas! — but it cannot be recallM. 
Yet, were he here, we'd ask him pardon too. 
My child ! — I meant not to provoke thy tears. 

Eud^ [Aside,] O, why is he not here? Why do I se« 
Thousands of happy wretches, that but seem 
Undone, yet still are bless'd in innocence. 
And why was he not one ? 

Enter an Officer. 

Cfffi, Where is Eumenes ? 

Eum, What means thy breathless haste f 

Qffi, I fear there's danger : 
For, as I kept my watch, I spy'd afar 
Thick clouds of dust, and, on a nearer view, 
Perceiv'd a body of Arabian horse 
Moving this way. I saw them wind the hilly 
And then lost sight of them. 

Herb* I saw them too. 
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Where the roads meet on t'other side these hSb, 
But took them for some band of christian Arebi^ 
Crossing the country. — ^This way did they moret 

Cfffi. With utmost speed. 

Eum. If they are christian AcahSy 
They come as friends ; if other, we're tecttre 
By the late terms. Retire Awiuie, Etadocia, 
Till I return. \ExU Eudocia.- 

I'll to the guard myself. 
Soldier, lead on the way. 

Enter moiker Officeiu 

t 

Z Qfi, Arm! arm ! we're ruin'd! 
The foe is in die camp. 

Eum^ So soon ! *" 

2Qfi, They've quitted 
Their horses, and with sword in hand have forc'd 
Our guard ; they say they come for plunder. 

Eum, Villains! 
Sure Caled knows not of this treachery ! 
Come on — we can fight still. We'll make them know 
What 'tis to urge the wretched to despair. [Exeune, 

Enter Darait. 

Dor. Let the fools fight at distance — Here's the 
harvest. 
Reap, reap, my countr3rmen ! — ^Ay, there — first clear 

Those further tents ^ [Looking between the Tents. 

What's here ? a woman ! — fair 

She seems, and well attir*d 1 — It shall be so. 

I'll strip her first, and then 

iExit, and returns with Eudocia. 
Mercy ! O, spare me ! spare me ! 
Heaven, hear my cries I 

Dar. Woman, thy cries are vain : 
No help is near. 
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Enter Phocyas.. 

Pho. Villain, thou liest ! take that 

To loose thy hold 

[Pushing at km with his Spear. — He folk. 
Eudocia! 

Eud, Phocyas ! — O, astonishment ! 
Then is it thus that Heaven has heard my prayers ! 
I tremble still — and scarce have power to ask thee 
How thou art here, or whence this sudden outrage ? 

Pho, Sure every angel watches o'er thy safety ! 
Thou seest 'tis death f approach thee without awe. 
And barbarism itself cannot profane thee. 
Eud. Whence are these alarms ? 
Pho. Some stores remov'd,and not allowed by treaty. 
Have drAwn the Saracens to make a search. 
Perhaps 'twill quickly be agreed — But, Oh ! 
Thou know'st, Eudocia, Vm a banish'd man, 
And 'tis a crime I'm here once more before thee; 
Else, might I speak, 'twere better for the present, 
If thou w6uldst leave this place. 

£u(i. ' No— I have a father, 
(And shall I leave him ?) whom we bethliave wrong'd. 
And yet, alas 1 

For this last act how would I thank thee, Phocyas!— « 
I've nothing now but prayers and tears to give, 
Cold, fruitless thanks! — But 'tis some comfort yet. 
That fate allows this short reprieve, that thus 
We may behold each other, and once more 
May mourn our woes, ere yet again we par t 

Pho. For ever ! 
Tis then resolv'd — It was thy cruel sentence, 
And I am here to execute that doom. 
End. What dost thou mean? 
Pho. [Kneeling,] Thus at thy fee t . 
Eud, O, rise ! 

Pho. Never — No, here III lay my burden down ; 
I've try'd its weight, nor can support it longer. 
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Take thy last look ; if yet thy eyes can bear 
To look upon a \vretch accarst^ cast oflF 
By Heaven and thee — 

Eud. Forbear, 
O cruel man ! \Vhy wilt thou rack me thus I 
Didst thou not mark-^thou didst, when last we 

parted. 
The pangs, the struggling^ of my suffering soul ; 
That nothing but the hand of Heaven itself 

Could ever drive me from thee ! Dost thou now 

Reproach me thus f or canst thou have a thought 
That I can e'er forget thee ? 

Pko. [Ruing.] Have a care ! 
I'll not be rtur'd more with thy false pity ! 
No, I renounce it. See, 1 am prepar'd. 

[Showing a Dagger. 
Thy cruelty is mercy now — Farewell ! 
And death is now but a release from torment ! 

End. Hold — Stay thee yet ! — O madness of despair ! 
And wouldst thou die ? Think, ere thou leap'st the gulf, 
M^hen thou hast trod that dark, that unknown, way. 
Canst thou return ? What if the change prove worse ! 
O think if then — 

Pko. No— — thought's my deadliest foe ; 
And therefore to the grave Vd fly to shun it ! 

Eud. O fatal error Like a restless ghost, 

It will pursue and haunt thee still; even there/ 
Perhaps, in forms more frightful. 
How wilt thou curse thy rashness then ! How start. 
And shudder, and shrink back ! yet how avoid 
To put on thy new being } 
Pko. I thank thee ! 

For now Fm quite un4one 1 gave up all 

For thee before, but this ; this, bosom friend, 

My last reserve-^Therc? 

[Throws away the Dagger. 
Tell me now, Eudocia, 
Cut ojQffrom hope^ deny'd the food of life, 
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And yet forbid to die, what am I now ? 
Or what will fate do with me ? 

End. Oh [Turns awayj weepings 

FAo. Thou weep'st! 
Canst thou shed tears, and yet not melt to mercy ? 

say, ere yet returning madness seize me, 
Is there in all futurity no prospect, 

No distant comfort ? 

[Here they both continue silent for some timt^ 
Still thou art silent ! 
Hear then this last, 

This only prayer! — Heaven will consent to this. 
Let me but follow thee, where'er thou go'st. 
But see thee, hear thy voice ; be thou my angel. 
To guide and govern my returning steps, 
Till long contrition, and unweary'd duty, 
Shall expiate my guilt. 

Eud, No more ^This shakes . 

My firmest thoughts, and i f ■ ■■ [A Cry is heard. 
What shrieks of death I 

1 fear a treacherous foe — ^have now 
Begun a fatal harvest ! Haste, 

Prevent — O wouldst thou see me more with com* 

fort. 
Fly, save them, save the threatenM lives of christians, 
My father and his friends ! — I dare not stay — 
Heaven be my guide, to shun this gathering ruin ! 

[Exit EUBOCIA. 

£n^frCAL£D. 

Cal. lEntering,] So— Slaughter, do thy work ! 
These hands look well. [Looking on his Hands. 

Phocyas ! Thou'rt met — But whether thou art here 

[Comesfofward. 
A friend or foe I know not ; if a friend. 
Which is Eumenes' tent ? 

Pho. Hold, pass no further. 

Cal. Say'st thou, not pass } 
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Pho. No — on thy life no farther. 

Co/. What, dost thou frown too ! — sure thou know^sl 
me not ! 

Pho. Not know thee ! ^Yes, too well I know thee 

. »ow, 
O murd'rous fiend ! Why all this waste of blood ? 
Didst thou not promise — 

Cal, Promise ! — Insolence ! 

fTis well, 'tis well- for now I know thee too. 

Perfidious, mongrel slave ! Thou double traitor ! 
False to thy first and to thy latter vows ! 
Villain ! 

P^. That's well — ^go on— I swear I thank thee* 
Spetik it again, and strike it thro* my ear ! 
A villain ; Yes, thou mad'st me so, thou de%il ! 
And mind'st me now what to demand from thee. J 
Give, give me back my former self, my honour. 
My country's fair esteem, my friends, my all—r 

.Thou canst not — O thou robber ! Give me then 

Revenge or death ! The last I well deserve, 
That yielded up my souFs best wealth to Uiee, 
For which accurst be thou, and curst thy prophet ! 

Co/. Heai'st thou this, Mahomet ?— -^-Blaspheming 
mouth ; 
For this thou soon shalt chew the bitter fruit 
Of Zacon'stree, the food of fiends below. 

Go— ——speed thee thither , 

Pushing at him with his Lance, which Phocyas 
puts by^ and kills him. 

Pho, Go thou first thyself. 

Cal. [Falling,] O dog ! thou gnaVst my heart !— — 
False Mahomet ! 

b this then my rewar4 ^O — — [Dies. 

. Pho, Thanks to the gods, I have reveng'd my coun- 
try I [Exit Phoctas. 
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Several Parties of Christians anrf S An ACETSfs pass over 
the further end of the Stage^fghting. The former are 
beaten. At last Eumenes ralHes them^ and makes a 
stand, thtUy 

Enter Abudah, attended. 

bu. Forbear, forbear, and sheath the bloody 
sword, 

Eum. Abudah ! is this well ? 

Abu,. No 1 must own 

You've cause. O mussulmans, look here ! Be- 
hold, 
Where like a broken spear, your arm of war 
Is thrown to earth ! 

Eum. Ha ! Caled ? 

Abu. Dumb and breathless. 
Then thus has Heaven chastis'd us in thy fall, 
And thee for violated faith ! Farewell, 
Thou great, but cruel man ! 

Eum, This thirst of blood 
In his own blood is quench'd. 

Abu. Bear hence his clay 
Back to Damascus. Cast a mantle first 
O'er this sad sight : so should we hide his faults--* 
Now hear, ye servants of the prophet, hear ! 
A greater death than this demands your tears, 
For know, your lord the caliph is no more ! 
Good Abubeker has breath'd out his spirit 
To him that gave it. Yet your Caliph lives. 
Lives now in Omar. See, behold his signet, 
Appointing me, such is his will, to lead 
His faithful armies warring here in Syria/ > 

Alas ! — foreknowledge sure of this event 
Guided his choice ! Obey me, then, your chief. 
For you, O christians ! know, with speed I came, * 
On the first notice of this foul design. 
Or to prevent it, or repair your wrongs. 

G 2 
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Your goods shall be untouched, your persons safe^ 
Nor shall our troops, henceforth, on pain of death. 
Molest your march. — If more you ask, 'tb granted. 

Eum, Still just and brave! thy virtues would 
adorn 
A purer faith ! Thou, better than thy sect, 
That dai^st decline from that to acts of mercy ! 
Pardon,'Abudab, ifthy honest heart 
Makes us even wish thee ours. 

Abu. [Aside,] O Power Supreme ! 
That mad'st my heart, and know'st its inmost frame. 
If yet I err, O lead me into truth. 

Or pardon unknown error ! Now, Eumenes, 

Friends as we may be, let us part in peace. 

Exeunt severally. 

Enter Aktauov and EvDociA* 

Eud. Alas! but is my father safe ? 

Art» Heaven knows. 
I left him just preparing to engage : 
When, doubtful ofth' event, he bade me haste 
To warn his dearest daughter of the danger, 
And aid your speedy flight. 

Eud. My fiight ! but whither ? 
O no — if he is lost 

Art. I hope not so. 
The noise is ceas'd. Perhaps they're beaten off. 

We soon shall know ; here's one, that can inform 

us. 

Enter first Officer, 

Soldier, thy looks speak well. What says thy tongue ? 

1 Offi. The foe's withdrawn ; Abudah has been 
here. 
And has renew'd the terms. Caled is kill'd 

Art. Hold — —first thank Heaven for that ! 
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Eud. Where is Eumenes ? 

1 Offi. 1 left him well ; by his command I came 
j To search you out : and let you know this news. 
I've more ; but that— — 

Art. Is bad) perhaps, so says 
This sudden pause. Wdl» be it so ; let's know it, 
Tis but life's checquer^d lot, 

1 Ojffi. Eumenes mourns 
A friend's unhappy fall ; Herbis is slain ; 
A settled gloom seem'd to hang heavy on him, 
Th' effect of grief, 'tis thought, for his lost son. 
When on the first attack, like one that sought 
The welcome means of death, with desperate valour 
He press'd the foe, and met the fate he wish'd. 

Art. See, where Eumenes comes 1 What's this ? 
He seems 

To lead some wounded friend Alas ! 'tis — 

[They witkdrtm to one Side of the Stage. 

Enter Eumenes, leading in pHOcrAS,witk an Arrow 

in his Breast. 

Bum. Give me thy wound ! O I could bear it for 
thee ! 
This goodness melts my heart. What, in a moment 
Forgetting all thy wrongs, in kind embraces 
T' exchange forgiveness thus! 

Pho. Moments are few, 
And must not now be wasted. O Eumenes, 
Lend me thy helping hand a little farther ; 
O where, where is i^e f [They advance. 

Eum. Look, look here, Eudocia ! 
Behold a sight, that calls for all our tears ! 

Eiid. Phocyas, and wounded ! O what cruel 

hand — 

Fho. No 'twas a kind one — Spare thy tears, Eu- 
docia I 



For mine are tears of jov — 

63 
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Eud, Is't possible ? 

Pko^ ^is don e . * -the powers supreme have heard 
my prayer, 
And prospered me with some fair deed this day. 
I've fought once more, and for my friends, my coun- 
try. 
By me the treacherous chiefs are slain ; a while 
I stopp'd the foe, till, warn'd by me before. 
Of this their sudden march, Abudah came ; 
But first this random shaft had reached my breast. 

Life's mingled scene is o'er 'tis thus that Heaven 

At once chastises, and, I hope, accepts me. 

End. What shall I say to thee, to give thee com- 
fort? 

Pko. Say only thou forgiv'st me O, Eudocia! 

No longer now my dazzled eyes behold thee 
Thro' passion's mists : my soul now gazes on thee. 
And sees thee lovelier in unfading charms ! 
Bright as the shining angel host that stood — 
Whilst I — but there it smarts 

Eud. Look down, look down. 
Ye pitying powers ! and help his pious sorrow ! 

Eum. Tis hot too late, we hope, to give thee help. 
See ! yonder is my tent : we'll lead thee thither ; 
Come, enter there, and let thy wound be dress'd. 
Perhaps it is not mortal. 

Pho. No, not mortal ? 
No flattery now. By all my hopes hereafter, 
For the world's empire I'd not lose this death ! 
Alas ! I but keep in my fleeting breath 
A few short moments, till I have conjur'd you, 
That to the worl9 you witness my remorse 
For my past errors, and defend my fame. 

For know soon as this pointed steel's drawn out^ 

Life follows thro' the wound. 

Eud, What dost thou say ? 
O touch not yet the broken springs of life ! 
A thousand tender thoughts rise in my sou?. 



{ 
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How shall I give them words ? Oh, till this hour 
I scarce have tasted woe ! — this is indeed 
To part but, Oh ! 

Pho, No more — death is now painful ! 
But say, my friends, whilst I have breath to ask, 
(For still raethinks all your concerns are mine) 
Whither have you design'd to bend your journey? 

Eum, Constantinople is my last retreat, 
If Heaven indulge my wish ; there I've resolved 
To wear out the dark winter of my life, 
An old man's stock of days — I hope not many. 

End, There will I dedicate myself to Heaven. 
" O, Phocyas, for thy sake, no rival else 
' Shall e'er possess my heart. My father, too, 
Consents to this my vow. My vital flame 
There, like a taper on the holy altar. 
Shall waste away ; till Heaven, relenting, hears 
Incessant prayers for thee and for myself. 
And wing my soul to meet with thine in bliss. 
For, in that thought, I find a sudden hope, 
As if inspired, springs in my breast, and tells me. 
That thy repenting frailty is forgiven. 
And we shall meet again, to part no more. 

Pko. [Plucking out the Arrow,] Then all is done^- 
'twas the last pang — at length — 
I've given up thee, and the world now is — nothing. 

[Dies. 

Eum, O Phocyas ! Phocyas ! 
Alas ! he hears not now, nor sees my sorrows ! 
Yet will I mourn for thee, thou gallant youth ! 
As for a son — so let me call thee now. 
A much wrong'd friend, and an unhappy hero ! 
A fruitless zeal, yet all I now can show ; 
Tears vainly flow for errors learnt too late, 
When timely caution should prevent our fate. 

[Exeunt Omnes, 

THE END. 



